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For a ſmall moment have ] forſaken thee; but with 
great Mercies will 1 gather thee. In a little wrath I 
( hid my face from thee for a moment; but with everlaſiing © 
Lindaeſi will I have mercy on thee, ſaith the Lord thy 
REDEEMER. Iſaiah, liv. 7, 8. 


A NEW EDITION. 
re — — 
L Q-.N M0 00-o 


Printed for G. Kz1TH, in Gracechurch- Street, and 
J. Drausx, in Shad Thames, Horſlydown. 
| I 
{Price Ons SalLLIiNG and S$1x-PENCe.] 


— 


1 * n 


Sierre 


x i . =. LID I, % 
: \ o * pL 5 
. 


e eee. 


120 7 


Rev. Mr. JOHN RYLAND, of 
NORTHAMPTON. 


Reverend Sir, 


HE care, ſkill, and unwearied ar- 

A dour with which you purſue that 
great and important employment, the 
Education of Youth, induce you to at- 
tend to every method of inſtruction, and 
carefully to explore every way of acceſs 
to the human Mind. | _ 


A 2 It 


IF I 


It is therefore the higheſt reaſon and 
moſt happy diſcernment, that determine 
you, while you are purſuing the cultiva- - 
tion and improvement of thoſe noble in- 
tellectual powers of the Soul, the Rea- 
ſon, Underſtanding, and Judgment, not 
to neglect the Imagination and Fancy; 
thoſe looſe and lower faculties of the 
Mind: for well you know, that if theſe 
unfettled rovers are not provided for, 
they are ſure to ſeek out for themſelves, 
and will moſt certainly introduce ſuch a 
profuſion of all kinds of vanity, as will 
engage the whole attention of the Mind 
and, in the end, run away with the no- 
bler intellectual powers; while they utterly 
defeat the moſt judicious, and beſt con- 
trived ſyſtem of education. 
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Theſe vagrant powers of the Mind, in 
their natural, wild, and uncultivated ſtate, 
are deplorably ſubverſive of every good, 
and advantageous purſuit; yet, when they 
are well directed and properly employed, 
rare the foundation of every improvement, 
the very ground-work, and materials | 
1 | which F 
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(+) 
which form every fine accompliſhment our 
nature is capable of acquiring, 


Happy then, and moſt exquiſitely a- 
dapted to the great purpoſe it purſues, is _ 
the management of that Tutor, who 
makes uſe of ſuch forms of inſtruction as 
catch theſe wanton wanderers unawarxes; 
inſenſibly enliſt them in the ſervice of 
Science; and employ them as auxiliary 
forces, in the cauſe of Virtue and Reli- 
gion. 


Theſe conſiderations determined me to 
humour my inclination ſo far, as to make 
you a preſent of this little piece, in which 
the moſt intereſting and important of all 
ſubjects, The Work of God upon the 
Heart, is attempted in ſuch à manner, 
as not to be unpleaſing to the imagina- 
tion. And when J further conſider that 
this ſubject is the darling theme of your 
ſoul, and that nothing delights you ſo 
much, as to hear of the triumphs of all- 
conquering Grace, and the Beauties and 
Glories of our Incarnate God; I am not 

A 3 without 


(vi ) 
without hopes, that the ſubje& will plead 
- ſome excule for the attempt, and you 


will approve the deſign, though you wiſh 
it had been executed by an abler pen. 


l moſt ſincerely deplore the loſs which 
this undertaking has ſuſtained by the death 
of the late Reverend, learned, and pious 
Mr. Hzrvey, who approved the plan, 
and had promiſed to reviſe and correct the 
work. At the ſame time I recolle&, with 
gratitude, the favourable regard you had 
for it in its infant-ſtate, when you took 
the manuſcript with you on a viſit to that 
Gentleman, and by your intereſt with him, 
procured the enrichment of his remarks 
and corrections, ſo far as it was then fi- 
niſhed, and his promiſe for the reſt. 


I therefore am encouraged to hope, that 
your goodneſs will excuſe the liberty I 
take, of putting my little Volume into 
your hands: and I gladly lay hold on this 
opportunity of publiſhing to the World, 
the ſhare 1 have in your friendſhip and 
eſteem; of wiſhing you the moſt ample 
ſucceſs 


6 
ſucceſs in every branch of the two great 
characters you ſo manifeſtly adorn; and 
teſtifying the ſenſe I have of the many 
obligations you have laid. upon, 


Dear Sir, 


Your moſt obedient, 


Humble ſervant, 


J, Fs 


PREFACE. 
* Author of the following Poem 


was once a ſtrenuous advocate for 


ture; and expected to obtain the Divine 
Favour, by a conformity to the rules of 
Natural Religion. But, being brought 
wy under ſome long and very ſevere exerciſes 
of the Mind, and being in a. wonderful 
and gracious manner brought to the know- 


vation; he thinks it his duty to give ſome 
account of theſe things, and to bear his 
teſtimony to the glorious Truths of that 
Goſpel, which once was the object of his 
averſion, but now the delight and joy 
of his Soul. As he delights in poetical 
productions, he hath attempted the ſubject 
in rhime: and being adviſed to publiſh it 
by ſome perſons of knowledge and expe- 
rience in the ways of God, he ſends it 
into the World, not wholly without hopes, 
that it may be made uſeful to perſons of 
ſimilar experience with his own; and be a 
means of adminiſtering comfort to the de- 
jected Soul. And if, in the hands of the 
Great Redeemer, it be conducive to fo 
happy an end, he will neither repent the 
pains he hath taken in writing it, nor re- 

| - gard 


the Dignity and Purity of human Na- 


ledge of Chriſt, and the joys of his Sal- 


j 
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(x) 
gard the cenſures that may fall upon him 
from the proud and ſelf-ſufficient part of 
Mankind. The Reader will ſoon per- 
ceive, that the ſubje& hath been treated 
of by abler hands, and in a more copious, 
judicious, and methodical manner. But 
it is not always the beſt performance that 
is attended with the greateſt ſucceſs. Our 
Immanuel reigns both in the Kingdom of 
Nature and Grace, and in each makes 
uſe of what inſtruments he pleaſes. The 
weakeſt means in his hands, may be pro- 
ductive of gieat and laſting effects; and 
on ſo exhauſtleſs a ſubject as the Grace of 
God, there will always remain encourage- 
ment for a freſh attempt. However diſ- 
guſting the following work may be to the 
carnal mind, it is humbly hoped that no- 


thing is advanced that will give offence to 


any that know the Grace of God, and love 
the Lord Jeſus Chriſt in ſincerity. Every 
thing 1s carefully avoided that was fup- 
poſed to have any ſuch tendency. The 
unhappy diviſions, and debates ſubſifting 
amongſt Chriſtians, have more need of 
cooling, than inflammatory applications. 
But whatever thoſe debates and diviſions 
are, it is hoped that all real Chriftians will 
unite in approving every thing that tends 
to diſplay the perfections, and glories of 
the ecernal Son of God; to humble the 
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haughty heart and lay low the pride of 


Man, and to aſcribe the whole of Salva- 
tion to God, and the work of his Grace. 
This is the delightful ſubject that elevates 
and tranſports the Souls of all who know 
the Lord. It is an eternal fountain, ever 


- ſpringing with new delights, ever flowing 
with thoſe ſtreams that make glad the City 


of God, and ever leading to new ſcenes of 
wonder and praiſe. The powers of hu- 


man eloquence fink beneath the unequalled 
theme: and the boundleſs ſubject, ſcarce 


touched by mortal ſtrains, dwells on the 
tongues of Angels, and reſounds through 
Worlds of Light. 
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Evandex. is a ſober, virtuous yout", of a mild and 
peaceable 7 jon e who, having been educated on 
the plan of natural religien and ſocial virtue, and 
having eſcaped the reigning vices of the age; expected 
ta be acquitted at the bar of ſupreme "juſtice, ad 

nally to obtain the approbation and favour of his 
Mater, by his generoſity and goodneſs, by his ex- 
emplary virtue, by the purity of his intentions, and 
the integrity and uprightneſs of his conduct. Being 
accuſtomed to decide every debate by Reaſon, and the 
nature of things, he had early imbibed very low con- 


ceptions of the word of Cod; being poſſeed with an 


-atter abhorrence of every thing that is called Enthu- 


ſiaſin, he queſtioned and deſpiſed the operations of 


his Spirit; and as he could not comprehend how his 
moral character could be adorned with the righteouſ- 
neſs of another; it is not to be expetted he would e- 
fire any better than his own. Notwithſtanding theſe 
expectations and ſupports, he was lately under very 
great diftreſs of mind. The pride of his heart could 
not prevai 27 far on his under/tanding, as to per- 

ſuade him that he had not ſinned. The errors, and 

25 of his life were in a — flrangeandunaccount- 
able manner laid before him. Their weight ſeemed 
greater and greater. Every refuge failed. And 
his boaſted reaſon and virtue proved but miſerable 
comforters in the day of diſtreſs. In fuch circum- 

zances he ts introduced in this Dialigue, in which 
Sylvia his wife learns the cauſe of his diſtreſs; is 
very much ſurpriſed that a perſon of his conduct and 
character ſhould fall into dejection, on ſuch an ac- 
count ; and endeavours to comfort him, from the 


confi ration of his former ſobriety and virtue. 
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ET let me ſtand my ground, hold faſt my 

hope, 
And ſhew myſelfa man! Why ſhould I think 
My ſins too big for mercy ? Lives the man 
Who never ſinn'd? Is not our nature prone 
To error; mix'd with frailty ; and remote 
From where perfection ſtands? Is not Heav'n's 


King 
Immutably and infinitely good, 
And mercy his delight? Does not his eye 
Survey our frame, and know we are but duſt? 
Whence chen my fear? Can I be charg'd with 
crimes 
So aggravated, or ſo black, as thoſe 
W hich ſtain the ſouls of thouſands ? Surely, no. 
Then reſt my heart, and lay faſt hold on peace, — 
But till I ſtrive in vain: from ſome ſtrange 
fource, 
Which I can't comprehend, a flood of thought 
Reſiſtleſs pours upon my lab'ring mind, 
Aud bears down all before it. Let me think! 


Sp - 
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4 GRACE TRIUMPHANT. 


Why ſhould I tremble thus? I ne'er was found 
Amongſt the ſons of Violence, or Luſt; 
Nor join'd the direful train that dare the ſkies. 
But have not I deſpis'd the holy Word 
Of the Moſt High? and what degree of Guilt 
Hence faſtens on me, is an awful queſtion 
That ſoars above my reach: I fear 'tis great; 
But were it greater than my fears preſage, 3 
The brighter ſhines that Mercy which forgives, 1 , 
Yet ſomething riſes in my Soul that will 
Not thus be ſatisfy'd : but like a ſtern 
And ſwift avenger, cloſe purſues my ſteps, 'Y 
Repeats the charge, and faſtens it upon me. 
Where ſhall I look for aid ? or by what ſtrength 
Maintain my ground againſt the latent foe, 
That wounds my peace? Reaſon ! the pow'r is 
thine, 

Great Reaſon! thou bright offspring of the ſkies: 
Thou rayof light, ſhot from the Fount Supreme 
Into the ſoul of man, to guide his ways : 
And teach his wand'ring ſteps, to find his God ; 
To thee I iook ! to calm each reſtleſs thought, 
And lead me in the way of hope and peace. 1 

Say then, bright Reaſon ! for all truth is thine; 

Thou great director of the human race! 

Thou only reſt the weary ſoul can find 

In Nature's wide domain! O ſay, what peace, 

What comfort canſt thou give a burden'd Soul, 

Harraſs'd with guilt, and bord' ring on deſpair, 
That 
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That ſeeks Creation round, to find ſome prop 


To bear her ſinking hope? Thus Reaſon ſpeaks; 
(At leaſt, the reas'ners of the age maintain, 


And thus have I of liſten'd and believ'd) 
« The Judge ſupreme is infinitely good 
Impartial Mercy crowns his ev'ry act; 


And lenity ſurrounds his great tribunal. 


He'll wink at human frailty ; at his bar 
Our errors and miſtakes will be forgiv'n; 
And moſt atrocious crimes, repented of, 
Be blotted from the records of the ſkies.” 


Were theſe concluſions ſure, there might be | 


hope ; 
But if they're falſe, and I ſhould on them reſt, - 
As the ſure baſis of eternal hopes ; 
What floods and whirlwinds of heart-rending 
woe | 
Will burſt upon me, in that dreadful day, 
When wrath divine, by an avenging God, 
Is pour'd in tempeſt on a guilty world! 
Such dreadful weight, and ſuch importance load 


This awful queſtion, that I would not paſs 


It lightly by, but ſearch it to the bottom. 


My foul alarm'd, demands to know the wort : 


But, loft, bewilder'd, and confus'd J ſearch 
All nature thro”, but follow truth in vain, 

Yet ſtill I ſeek ! *tis Truth that muſt be fe 
To heal, or elſe more deep'y wound, my ſoul. 
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EVANDER. STL. 
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Say, my Evander ! what unuſual care - E: 

1 

Broods in your breaſt, and makes your viſage 3 
wear : 


So deep a gloom ? Jate was your look ſerene, 1 
As the ſmooth lake that ſhines on yonder green; 4 
Peaceful and clear its liquid cryſtal lies, 
And all its boſom open to the ſkies ; | 
While the reflecting ſurface faintly ſhews | 4 
Each flow'r and herb that on its border grows. x 
Such was your mind; now clouded with dilmay ; 
By ſome dark ſullen thought that ſhuns the day ; 
As when foul torrents and ſucceſſive rains 
Swell the vex'd wave, and daſh the flood with 
n 1 
EY AND E R. : 
Such ſtormy looks to me can ne'er belong : 
Thy anxious heart muſt ſure conjecture wrong. 
„ WW MP 
Thrice have I ſeen the chearful morning riſe, 
And ſpread her orient purple round the ſkies; 
Thrice hath the ſun purſu'd his 2zure way, 
And o'er yon weſtern mountains drove the day; 
Since ſome new griefs have prey'd upon your 
reſt, : 


And latent troubles labour'd in your breaſt, 
Oft 
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DIALOGUE the FIRST. +7 


Oft I enquir'd your health; you cold reply'd, 
Inquiry ſhun'd, and ſtrove your care to hide; 
But ſtrove in vain. 


3 # N è = 8 


No force, my love, can bind, 


Nor wit explain the movements of the mind. 


Sometimes ſhe'Il ſtray through fancy's flow'ry 
fields, | 

And ſport among the bezuttes nature yields; 

Anon, through Reaſon's winding maze lhe roves, 

And reſtleſs ſtrives to gain the truth ſhe loves; 

If here ſhe fail, ſeverer taſks employ, 

She ſecks the ſhade, and wanders far from joy. 


5 T M 
Where'er your wanc'ring thoughts may 
chooſe to ſtray, 

They ſeem to take a ſolitary way, 
Diſmal to me, unpleaſing, and unkind ; 
What need I ſpeak ! my words are empty wind, 
You mark not when I end, or when begin; 
But all your ſoul, collected, rolls within, 


E F&# MN EE 


Perhaps there's caufe. / 


iii 


Is there ſuch cauſe confeſs'd, 
Hid in your heart, and brooding in your breaſt, 


From 


8 GRACE TRIUMPHANT.. 
From all your friends conceal'd, with watchful 
bi”, care, 

And I myſelf defrauded of my ſhare ? 

Unworthy judg'd {it ſeems) to bear my part, 
Nor longer now the partner of your heart. 


$ . 

Ne'er did the awful Pow'r that rules the ſky 
Succeed my wiſh, or feed my ſoul with joy ; 
But my exulting heart would ſwiftly move 
With ardent zeal, to bear it to my love : 

Thy tender heart was nc'er by me oppreſs'd, 
Nor ever ſought I to diſturb thy reſt : 
No longer, then, thy ill-judg'd ſuit maintain, 
T*explore what known, can only give thee 
pain. | 
ET T1 4 
You wrong my love, by hiding thus your 
grief, 
And alſo rob yourſelf of my relief. 
| EV AND E R. 
Should Heav'n on thee the balmy power 
beſtow, PR 
To heal my grief, or mitigate my woe ; 
'Fhen ſome majeſtic height thy love would ſoar, 
And ſhew its worth in paths untrod before. 


Such mighty Edward's royal ſpouſe was found, 


Who ſuck'd the venom from his poiſon'd wound, 


And: 
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DIALOGUE the FIRST. 9 
And ſav'd her lord: but my diſtreſs to move 
Exceeds thy pow'r, and baffles all thy love; 

Yea, ev'ry mortal aid . 
r 
Strange ! wond'rous ſtrange |! 
Is the dark path your thoughts delight to range! 
But ftrive, oh ſtrive ! to burſt the bounds of 


1 night, 
* Break through th'extended gloom, and riſe to 


EY AND ZE R, 
I ſtrive in vain, 
ir EC 
—— Then in plain terms declare 
What unaccuſtom'd ill creates your care 
Care, which it ſeems admits of no relief ! 
The ſtrange aſſertion ſtartles all belief, 
ZY AND ER. G 
I fear *tis true — 
57% ©. 
The orb that rules the day 
Hath ſcarce three times purſu'd his fiery way 
Through the alternate ſeaſons, ſince your train 
Expreſs'd the want of me your only pain: 
But now how chang'd ! tho? only yours I live, 
Not the leaſt comfort's in my pow'r to give: 


W rapt in deep thought, and obſtinate in woe, 
You turn regardleſs from me 
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10 GRACE TRIUMPHANT. 


EY i D . 


If I go 
In thorny paths, think it not want of love; 
Far other ſcenes, alas! I'm doom'd to prove: 
Pity me, Sylvia! and lament my fate, 
« For what ſo dreadful as celeſtial hate?“ 
; "ST L114 
Much you amaze me ! and lament I muſt, 
Could I believe your apprehenſions juſt. 
But Heav'n's high King the path of goodneſs 
treads ; 
Nor aims his thunder but at guilty heads: 
The wretch whoſe crimes direct againſt him 
1 
And dare th'avenging lightning from his hand, 
As his fix'd foe the Judge ſupreme may view; 
But he's the beſt of friends to ſuch as you, 


EY AND E E. 
Ah ] werel ſure of that 


. | 
In bolder ſtrain 


I will this neceſſary truth maintain, 

And bring yourſelf to witneſs, *'Tis not long 

Since Virtue's name on Thames fair banks you 
ſung, | 

"And taught the liſt'ning ſtream her matchleſs 
praiſe, 


Now recollect the ſubject of your lays, _ 
| And 
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And ſeek bright virtue : ſhe can make you riſe, 
Give peace on earth, and lift you to the ſkies. 


„ E 4 MD £0 | 
Indeed I fear this building will not ſtand, 
But like a ſtructure rear'd on ſliding ſand, | 
With its prodigious fall ſhake the adjacent 
land, 3 
When, thund'ring | on its head, the tempeſts 
blow, 
And ruſhing torrents roar and foam below. 


„ é 
If good mens hopes, and worthy deeds come 
down, 
And Virtue is by Heav'n's avenging frown, 
Prec ipitated headlong from the ſkies ; 
Then tell me, my Evander, what can riſe ? 


FMRI 
By Virtue's friendly aid I thought to ſtand, - 
And ſought no Saviour but my own right-hand: 
Fix' d on this baſe, I rais'd my hopes on high, 
And built this Babel to aſcend the ſky. 
But now [I feel its looſe foundation ſhake ; 
Strict ſearch for Virtue in my ſoul I make, 
But find her not; ah, no! but the deep ſtain 
Of nateful vice, and guilt's inceſſant pain. 


SCE 


12 GRACE TRIUMPHANT. 
"4 8 03. 

The greateſt Saint can no perfection boaſt ; 
All are but frail imperfect men at moſt ; 
Though in their day like morning-ſtars they 

ſhine. 
E VAN D ER. 

But never can be charg'd with Guilt like 

mine, | 
LAX dt 

The truth of what you ſay I can't allow; _ 
How was this Guilt hid from your ſight till 

now ? 


- . 
Behold the ſurface of the peaceful ſea, 
When fleep the winds, and yellow ſun- beams 
play | 
On its 8 face: it ſeems a broad, ſmooth 
plain ; ; | 


And one bright ſmile ſits dimpling on the main. 


The ſcene, how chang'd ! when ſtorms with 
clamour loud, | 

Burſt their dark manſions in the big-ſwoln 
cloud ! | 

Swift from the ſkies with force reſiſtleſs ſweep, 

Laſh the white ſurge, and tempeſt all the deep : 

Then 
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Then boils and foams the flood, the billows riſe, 
And in mad tumult mix the ſeas and ſkies : 12 
Now float the wrecks, and what hath found a 
grave - | bes | 
In the vaſt watars, tumbles'on the wave ; 
Old Ocean groans, and with tremendous roar, 
Heaves the vaſt ruins on the beaten ſhore : 
Such is my mind. When peace and inward joy, 4 
Glow'd in my heart, and ſparkled in mine eye; 
No conſcious guilt difturb'd, or flaviſh fear z 
Without was peaceful, and within was clear, 
But now the ſtorms of conſcious terror roll, 
And clouds, and darkneſs gather on my ſoul! 
The face of things is chang'd, and 1 appear 
All guilt and wretchedneſs 


* 


3. 1 | &K:&:; & 


-Surpriz'd I hear 
You make the 8 complaiat and ſtand - 
aſſur'd 


You have no reaſon— 
EY AND ER. 
I had ne'erendur'd, 


Such bitter anguiſh, ſuch amazing ſmart, 
Which like an arrow-faſtens in my heart; 


— 


C 


BR Could not be charg'd upon me 


„ GRACE TRICMPHANT. 


Tf ſome ſtrange crimes, uncommon to our race, 


S Y L 7 I is 
| In a place 
Where ev'ry hateful vice outrageous reigns, 
That you ſhould gather ſuch uncommon ſtains, 
And yet unnotic'd paſs, confounds me much; 
Indeed, Evander ! I ne'er thought you ſuch. 
But ever to deceive me is not juſt ; 
It is my right to know, and know I muſt,” 
T hen ſpeak the thought, which all your peace 
invades, - 


Your comfort hides, and wraps your ſoul in 
ſhades. 5 
„nr. 

No guilt upon me lies, or foul offence, 
That would be deem'd of ſuch high conſequence 
At man's tribunal : but the ſteady fight 
Of Heav'n's High Monarch, in another light 
| Muſt needs behold me: his immediate view 

Flaſhes within, and ſees me through and through. 
As the red lightning, floping on the ground, 
Through midnight darkneſs, makes it day a- 

round; . 
So through man's heart he darts his piercing 
ſight, 
And all its hidden caverns flame with light. 
How 
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How muſt he then the impious wretch deſpiſe, 
That durſt arraign the conduct of the (kies | _ 
Reaſon's dim beam to heav'n'ly light preferr'd, 
Oppos'd his Sp'ri', and deny'd his word! 


$1 Aan I! 

I can't imagige how you, have acquir'd 
This uncouth ſtrain 5 or what ſtrange cauſe in- 
ſpit'd | 
80 vaſtly wide a po many in, 1, your hat 
From hat, till now, you have believ'd and 

taught, 

EVAND ER. 
When the poor peaſant in his journey loſt, 

Benighted wanders ns a rocky coaſt ; 
If by the !ightning's flame his eye commands 
Some dreadſul precipice on which he ſtands :' 
Aghaſt he ſhudders at th'alarming ſight, 
And ſeeks t'eſcape by the terrific light ! 
But when the flaſhing fires no longer burn, 
Be, loft in darkneſs, knows'not where to turn : 
So ſome avenging light that ſhines within, 
Shews my whole foul, deformity and fin : 
My davger ſhews, from heav'n's approaching 

ire, ; 
And that beneath me rolls a ſea of fire : 


Cs: But 
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But how a fall ſo horrid . may ſhun, 
It ſhews me not- 


8 1 LY 1 4. 
The worſt that you have done, 
If view'd, impartial, in the glaſs of Truth, 
Would virtuous ſeem, cen from your early 
youth, 
No known perverſion hath employ'd your time, 
Determir'd guilt, or meditated crime: 
Amongſt the friends of human race you ſlood, 
And your chief pride and joy was doing good: 
Nor can what gives your anguiſh have a name, 
* Amongſt. the crimes. n blacken * 
fame. 
But muſt, at moſt, fs $6" error be, . 
From which imperfe&t Reaſon is not free. 
No longer then your reſtleſs thoughts hy. 
On theſe dull themes, which eat up all your 
Joy : 
For though ſmooth error mi bt rer ü dee 
The queſt of Truth hath been your conſtant | 
7 Nr 
In a falſe mirror then yourſelf you view; 
The beſt of men might err as well as you. 


> nee 
Alas, my Sylvia, much my fears forebode 
That I have rous'd the vengeance of a God. 


Full 
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Full in my ſight, the ſtorm aſcends on high; 
Swells the big cloud, and blackens in the ſky. 1 


Some few ſad drops now beat upon my mind, 
The tulneſs of the tempeſt lies behind. 


N N 
What have you done to rouſe it? 


kk F 
Why, rebell'd 
With fcorafel pride, and arms offenſive held 
Againſt the Sovereign of the univerſe ! 
Perſiſted in rebellion ! and what's worſe, | 
Tiampled on him that holds the power to ſave ! 


8 TX F- 1-4 
That, I am bold to ſay you never have, 


But if time paſt deluſive paths you trod, 

Forſake each crooked way, and turn to God. 
EV AND E R. 

I know not where to turn in ſearch of reſt, 

Nor how to quell the tumult in my breaſt ; * 

Confuſion, feur, and terror, all combin'd, | 

Murder my peace, and cloſe upon my mind; 

Nor can my weary fight diſcern one ray 

Of dawning Hope to give the chearful day. 

The pilot thus, when darkneſs reigns on high, 


And the black tempeſt thunders thro? the ky 
C 3 : When. 
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When on the wave his giddy veſſel's roſt, 
And all his knowledge of his courſe is loſt, 
Amidſt the roaring of the ſtormy main, 

With anxious eye explores the ſkies in vain : | 
No ray direCts him; but with hopeleſs mind, 

He drops the helm, and drives before the wind. 


8 
. * 


GRACE 


. 


GRACE TRIUMPHANT. 


DIALOGUE the SECOND, 


The ARGUMENT. 


Mezentus is arrived at the middle flage of hfe* 
be ts a perſon of a fine underſtanding, and is adorn- 
ed with every amiable accompliſhment ; of the nice/! 
honour, the ſtricteſi integrity and virtue, and the 
moſt extenſive benevolence. His religious principles 
are the ſame as thoſe of Evander : he is an admirer 
' of natural and moral philsſophy, and hath in diſ- 

"courſe a bold and free way of reaſoning. Being a 
| tend and compunion of Evander, he d tempts in 
| this Dialogue to reaſon him out of his diſtreſs. With 
| this view he ſtrongly maintains the all- ſufficiency of 
Reaſon ; ſets very narrow limits to the extent of ſin; 
and expatiatcs on the Glory of Virtue. 


Dea nee A EE —_ 1 tes As. 


GRACE TRUMPHAN T. 
DIALOGUE the SECOND. ; 
EVANDER MEZENTUS, 


I ANDER 
Pack, „ye tumultuous waves, and let me 
think! | 

Does not my anxious Heart forebode tawark} 

With aggravations blacken all my errors? 

And tremble at imaginary woes ? 

Let me delib'rate coolly, and decide 

This. moſt important queſtian : Do! tand 

High in the fevcur of the King of Heav'a? 

Shall I for ever baſk beneath his ſmile? 

Or feel the vengeance of a frowning God? 

Awful his frown ! and terrible as hell! 

What are thoſe crimes that make me fear his 

frown ? 
Pride! Self-ſufficiency ! and Unbelief! 
How black the leaſt ! and how they yawa upon 
"+; be; 7 

Blaſt every budding hope, and ſhade my ſoul 

With double darkneſs. Foremoſt in this train 

Stands a bold ſin that firſt took root in heav'n, 

And hurl'd ambitious Angels headlong down; 
Down, 
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© Down, from their native ſkies, to deepeſt hell ! 
The ſons of day, down to eternal night! 
Where will it drive aſpiring {: ns of men ? 
The next is near akin ; the fai outite | 
Sufficiency of Reaſon and of man; 
Once the delight and glory of my ſoul ! 
But now with aſpect chang'd it frowns upon 
me, 
Like black rebellion, that with ly pretence 
To give God glory by exalting man, - h 
Would undermine the high eternal throne; | . 
Degrade the awful Sov'reign of the ſkies, | 
And make a god whom man can comprehend, 
But moſt of all, oh Unbelief! at thee, 
At thee I tremble ! thee I ind condemn 'd, 
In the fix'd edict of th'all- ruling King, 
In the high annals of Eternity: 
Records which once I durſt deny! but now 
They ſhoot into my inmoſt ſoul and I, 
Howe'er reluctant, find, yea, feel them true, 
To the confuſion of my former pride! 5 
Reaſon's deductions, ah ! how weak to this! 
There unbelief is branded with the mark 
Of ſure deſtruction : oh, how grim it looks ! 
And ſeems my paſsport to the gates of Death; 
Eternal Death! It riſes on my view ; 
In horrid form, and ſeems a ſev'niold rock 


- 


of 
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Ok adamant, that bars the gates of light, 
And blocks up all the, mercy of the ſkies.” 


EVA DER. METZENTUS. 


M E 2 2 N „ $. 

Come, my,Evander, ſhake off ev'ry care, 
And taſte the ſweetneſs of the morning air: 
The humid ſouth hath water'd all our plains, 
And o'er the grove refreſhing fragrance reigns. | 
O'er the wide landſcape gentle zephyrs fly, 
The rougher winds in focky caverns lie; 
Through fleecy clouds the ſun emits his rays, | 
And all the ſkies with vernal glory blaze, 
While the ſoft ſun-beams, mixing with the 

breeze, 
Shoot through the ſhade, and tremble in the 

trees, | | | 
All nature ſmiles in flow'ry robes atray'd, 
W hile the wing'd tenants of the warbling ſhade, | 
With various notes the ſwelling concert raiſe, _ 
And join the voice of univerſal praiſe, 
But you from each gay ſcene in ſilence turn, 
Hang down your diooping head, and inward 

mourn, | 


E Y' A N D E RK: 
Not without cauſe : my ſpirit finds no eaſe, 


And theſe delightful ſcenes no longer pleaſe. ' 


M Es» 


uh GRACE TRIUMPHANT. 


am T Z * NF & 

No greater bleſſing is by heav'n affign'd, 
To Virtue's ſons, than chearſulneſs of mind: 
This Wiſdom bids us ſeize, and not give way 
To unavailing ſorrow. Yet this day 
With deep concern I heard that you, my Friend, 
To ſtrange enthuſiaſtic troubles bend: 
I neꝰer expected you would thus be led; 
Say, where's your ſenſe? or Where s your Rea- 

ſon fled ? l 
FF XOWD SS. 

Perhaps ſhe is not fled; but yet I fear 

Her utmoſt aid avails but little here. 
/ i + 8 1. hk of -&.- 

If Reaſon' s aid avail not, if ſhe fail 

| Where is that greater pow'r that can prevail? 

| EY AND E R. 
When the black tempeſt ſweeps along the 
ſkies, 

Shakes the whole atmoſphere with e | 
| noiſe ; 

And, bellowing, croſs the Ocean, foams and 

ruaves, 
And rolls in dreadful heaps the clouds and 
waves; 

If the ſoft Siren's ſong can then appeaſe 


The horrid rage, and ſtill the ſtormy ſeas; 
Then 
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Then human Pride, and human Reaſon join'd, 
May curb and calm the tempeſt of the mind. 


MEZENTYVU 8. 

Regardleſs of ſuch rant I will maintain 
The throne of Reaſon, and her laws explain, | 
Long ere the Sun adorn'd the chearful day, 
Or Planet roll'd along th'æthereal way 
In higheſt heav'ns was this fair Goddeſs known, 
And reign'd the partner of th' eternal throne ; 
The darling of the great Supreme! and ſhe 
Eternal and immutable as he. 
When down the ſkies in heav'nly pomp he came 
To raiſe this lower world's ſtupendous frame ; 
When with the finiſh'd work all Nature rang, 
And Heav'n and Earth the firſt great Sabbath 

ſang; | 
Faſt by his ſide ſhe join'd the triumph then, 
And her delight was with the ſons of men ; 
E'er ſince ſhe waits upon the human mind, 
For ever ready, and for ever kind: 
Wiſdom commands to own her friendly beam, 
The teſt of ev'ry truth, the Light Supreme, 6% 
EV AN D E R. 

However bright the rays of reaſon ſhine, 

They can't illumine this dark ſoul of mine. 


D m_ 
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ber aid che Favring pow'r denies, 
But to relieve her vot'ry ſwiftly flies ; 
Before her preſence ev ry cloud. gives way, 
And the dark proſpect brightens into day. 

EV AND E R. | 
When ſoft proſperity attends our ways, 

Smooths all our ſteps, and ſmiles upon our days; 
Reaſon is able to direct the wiſe, | 
And ftill the trifling troubles that may rife. 
But when the waves of conſcious terror roll, 
And'daſh, tremendous, on th'affrighted foul; 
When the moſt High deſcends with vengeful ire, 
When the earth ſhakes, air thunders, Heav'n's 
n fire, 

And the whole ſoul in 4 fear, and grief, 

Reaſon's unable to afford relief. on 

M ZZ ENT U 8. | 

Nature's all-gracious Parent ne'er deſign'd 

Such ſtrong diſmay to ſeize the virtuous mind: 

Nor need you ſink beneath theſe heavy woes, 
Would you regard the reaſon he beſtows. 

E FAA DX 
That J muſt doubt, and certainly have cauſe, 

M E Z E N T US. 

What, doubt the truth of Reaſon $ ſacred 


laws! | 
EV AN 


1 


* E 3 
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Ves, doubt if Reaſon « can my conſeſt 
Or ſave me from the dreadful wrath 1 fears __, q 
ME 2 E NT U S. 1 


When Day's great Soy'reign mounts the ori- 
ent ſky, 
The morning clouds before his 55 boy ; 
So when bright Reaſon. riſes, diſappear + - 
Each heavy gloom, and ev'ry groundleſs fear. 
BAND ER 
When health and youth with flowing R 
croyn'd, 
Sport in the heart, diffuſing joys around; 
Reafon aſcends her throne, elate and fair, 
: And, ſelf-ſufficient, laughs at ev*ry care; 
Vaſt lengths in praiſe her gay adorers run, 
And will no equal own beneath the-Sun. 
But when diſtreſs, with conſcious terror join'd, 
Beats down our peace, and gathers on the mind 
Reaſon at once difowns her pow'r to ſave, 
And lets her vot'ry fink beneath the wave. 
For, when the ſtorms of conſcious trouble blows 
She turns her back, and meanly joins the foe. 


M E Z ENT US. 
This charge, if true, would merit great re- 
gard; 
'Tis what I recollect not to have heard 
D 2 But 


5 
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But, ill you have explain'd it, I ſuppoſe 
You aſk no anſwer- | 
EV AND EZ R. 
= Ere theſe troubles roſe, 
Which like a canker prey on my repoſe ; 
« Peace,” Reaſon cry'd, and charm'd me with 
her ſong; 
And ſmiles alone to her did then belong : 
But now awaken'd conſcience gives me ſmart, 
And clouds and darkneſs gather round my heart, 
Reaſon againſt me turns; her comforts ceaſe, 
And her chang'd voice no longer gives me peace. 
Whatever my foreboding heart indites, 
Or my accuſing Conſcience ſwiftly writes, 
Applauding Reaſon owns; ſhe ſigns the worſt, 
And thunders in my n heart, PTis 
juſt.“ 5 
| MEZENTYU S. 
What Reaſon ſpeaks, the always will main- } 


ſtrain, 
Invariable all, and free from ev'ry ſtain, 
A ray divine her ſov'reign dictates claim, 
And through ſucceeding ages ſpeak the ſame : 
Nor can I your remark as truth allow, 
That ſhe ſpoke peace before, but roars in terror 


now, | 
EV AN. 


tain, . | 
Truth owns her voice, and miles upon her 
J 


. ” 
. 
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„ 1 4 D E R; 74 | 
Experience, that great teacher, owns my train | 
And ftill I muſt the dreadful truth maintain. 
For now th'Almighty's awful terrors roll, 
And raiſe his dread tribunal in my ſoul. 
With ftera command, he cries, and frowning 
wrath, 
6 Produce your cauſe, and bring your Reaſons 
forth.” | We 
But reaſon ſhuns the taſk with trembling awe, 
| Deſerts my cauſe, and leaves me to the law. 
Nor yet contented thus ! to grieve me more, 


She my accuſcr joins with ceaſeleſs roar, 

As ready to condemn, as to acquit before, i 
That I muſt die ſhe'll crowds of reaſons give; 
But oh, not one ! not one, that I ſhould live! 


MEZENTYU 8. 
It is not Reaſon's gentle gales that roll | 
The ſurging waves, which toſs the troubled 
ſoul: | 
Her voice, if heard, would make the tumult 
ceaſe, | 
And huſh the wild, outrageous FOR to peace. 
But ſhe's diſcarded now, and in her Read, © 
Enthuſiaſm rears her hateful head, 
A demon wild, who da: ts deſtruCtive fires ; 


Reaſon abhors his preſence, and retires ; 
D 3 While 
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While each deluded mortal where he goes, 


Swells with falſe joys, or finks with cauſeleſs 


woes. 
But turn, my Friend! oh turn ebe delay 


From this deluſive ſource of your diſmay, 


And author of your woes ! to Reaſon bend, 
And cloſely to her friendly voice attend: 
She'll light pe ſteps, drive anguiſh. from your 


| breaſt, 


Chace every fear, and lull your cares to reſt 


| „ D E R. | 
Alas ! my F riend, I have been lull'd too long, 
And fondly liſten'd to the Siren's fong ; 
But from it now my loathing ſpirit turns, 


And all my ſoul for ſenſe of pardon burns: 


If Reaſon this can give, or make appear, 


I ſhall be all attention. 


2 £3 N T U $. 
Never fear; 


Hear but her voice, and liſten to her ſtrain, 


And in this point you ſhall not long complain: 


If you repent you're certainly forgiv'n; 


The voice of Reaſon, this; the voice of Heay'n. 
"EF AVD ER. 

But mine are fins of ſuch uncommon dye; 

Extend ſo vaſtly wide, and riſe ſo high ; 


They over-top forgiveneſs —— 


ME 


14 


1 
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N 1 F:-.8 N S284 
Such there's none; 


done. 


EY AND ER. 
Diſhonour'd, and deny'd God's only Son. 
TS ET OF To 
Then this vaſt guilt which hath your thought 


engroſs'd, 


| 15 
Tis your miſtake: but tell me what you've | 
T 


Is but, it ſeems, a ſmall miſtake at moſt. 


Can perfect goodneſs, can the Judge ſupreme, - 
For human frailties, and miſtakes condemn ? 
1 „ „ 

Not ſmall, it ſeems, but riſes on my eye 
Like a vaſt mountain, which will on me lie, 
And preſs me down for ever. 

M E Z EMT Us. | 
——Strange the ſight, 
Which to a mountain magnifies a mite ! 

E 4 NN BF © 
Name not fo ſmall an inſect, to allude, 
Or ſtand compar'd with Sin's vaſt magnitude. 
Rather to mighty Atlas turn your eyes, 
That ſhades vaſt plains, and intercepts the ſkies, 


Or view the craggy Alps? extended row, 


White with long ridges of eternal ſnow. 
AM E 
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MEZENTYU Ss. 
Monſtrous indeed !—— 
E VAN D E R. 
| Full proof attends my ſtrain, 
1 Nor can proud Reaſon make th aſſertion vain. 
| Great is the dreadful God gainſt whom I fin'd, 
Holy anc infinite th' eternal Mind; 
Great is his law, which ſmalleſt failings break, 
And great his pow'r to puniſh. 
e 
| Why, yourſpeak 
As though no diff'rence could in Sin be found; 
But that our frailties would as deeply wound 
As flagrant crimes. 
EV AND E R 
Ahe very leall of mine 
Juſtly I view as worthy wrath divine: 
But its extent | ſee not, till I know 
How great that God it ſurely makes my foe, 
M'E'Z EZ NT U.S. 
God's greatneſs, which ſo juſtly you expreſs | 
Magniſies not our fins, but makes them leſs ; 
Since in full peace he holds th'eternal throne, 


And can be injur'd, can be touch'd by none. 


h. 
The real guilt of every kind of ill, 
Conſiſts not in the deed, but in the will. 


Th 
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The Sinner drives at Heav'n's eternal Sire, 
Nor dreads his thunder, nor his bolts of fire 3 
But his bold crimes ditect againſt him riſe, | 
And dare the whole artill'ry of the ſkies ; ; 
Till the dread pow'r, that he preſumes to brave, 
Riſes in, wrath, and ſweeps him to the grave. . 
Thus the red comet rears himſelf on high, 
Toſſes his flaming firebrands round the ſky ; 
Laſhes the ſtars, and furious takes his way, 
With headlong courſe towards the God of day ; 
Till, falling in with his prevailing rays, 
He ſinks from ſight amidſt the ſolar blaze. 
STE I 5 
Your colouring's much too ſtrong. The 
wicked man | 
Is bad enough, tis true, but never can 
Drive on at this mad rate! His crimes ariſe 
- Not from ambition to inſult the ſkies, 
Or hatred to his Maker: in his mind 
The love of pleaſure rages unconfin'd, 
Breaks thro? all bounds, and bears the Soul away 
Impatient of refuſal, or delay, 
EV AND ER. 
Though the bold Sinner's thought no further 


goes 
Than preſent pleaſure, let him not ſuppoſe, 
By this ſmocth plea, he will acquitted ſtand 


Of black rebellion's guilt ! God's high command 
Has 
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Has been inſulted. Juſtice claims his ire; 
Soon he deſcends, in tempeſt and in fire; 
Surrounds this globe, arreſts her as ſhe runs, 
And brings to final judgment all her ſons. 
The boldeſt Sinner then he'll ſhake with awe ; 
Then will his thunder vindicate his law. 
„ rh. 
Whate'er the doom to ſtubborn Vice aſſign'd 
No terror need to ſhake the virtuous mind. 
' Yours has been ſuch; and God, 1 muſt con- 
tend, 
If he delights in Virtue, is your friend. 
MN DD. A.Þ- 
Virtue's celeſtial aid I lately ſought, 
And my firſt off cings to her altar brought; - 
Her fair idea in my ſoul I form, | 
As a ſure covert from the wind and ſtorm: 
But now that ſtorm comes on ſhe turns away, 
And ſays, ſhe knows me not— 


MEZ EN T US. 

To what you ſay 
I muſt refuſe aſſent, Her ſons to raiſe 
Is Virtue's care, and theſe ſhe ne'er betrays ; 
Nor e' er diſowns whoe'er on ber rely, 
But ſmiles around, diſpenſing Peace and Joy. 
To thee, bright Virtue ! thee, celeſtial! Maid 8 
Shall all my off'rings, all my vows be paid. 


O, 
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O, may thy glories ever ſwell my theme! 

To each created mind, thou Good Supreme! 

In Heav'n's high thrones, amongſt the Sons of 
Light, 

Efteem'd and lov'd thou ſhin'f divinely bright; 

Unſullied there thy matchleſs beauties riſe, 

And make more bleſs'd the manſions of the ſkies : 

And when, on earth thou tak'ſt thy bright abode, 

Thou mak'ſt the man that owns thee, like his 
God. TEES — 3 

Parties and ſects amuſe the thoughtleſs throng; ) 

But this diſtinction ſtands as Nature ſtrong, | 

« Whoſhuns thee can't be right, who finds 
thee can't be wrong: 8 

To thee on Earth, to thee beyond the grave 

I look, and ſeek no greater pow'r to ſave, 

EY ANDRE 8. 
If you no other Saviour have to boaſt, 
In ſpite of Virtue's aid I muſt be loſt. 
Vaſt is my debt, uncancel'd ſtill it ſtands, 
And Juſtice now demands it at my hands; 
Alloy'd is Virtue's coin, *twill paſs no more, 
Nor can ſuch counters pay the dreadful ſcore, 


* 
* 


GRACE 


- 
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DIALOGUE H THIRD. 


| OO UE NE or i i rr Ir rin 


The A R G UM E NT. 


AEneas, in his natural and acquired abilities, or his 


moral character and conduct, is not inferior to Me- 


⁊entus; but he acts from other principles, and with 
afferent views. Having experienced the power 0 

Religion, and taſted that the Lord is gracious, he 
efteems the love of God, to be a more powerful and 
prevailing principle action than the love of Virtue : 
and a delight to do his will, ariſing from a heart- 
Felt ſenſe of his love, to be a more noble and generous 


motive to obedience, than the ſervile fear of puniſh- 


ment, or the ſelfiſh ho of a great reward. He is 
not unacquainted with the ſciences, or blind to the 
beauties of Nature ; but, having had a view of the 
ever-adorable Son ff God, his attention is too much 
fixed on this great object of his admiration and love, 


to be eafily diverted to other proſpects. The brightneſs - 


'of Nature ſeems dim to him, being overpowered with 


be glories of the great Redeemer ; and all her trea- 


ures ſeem poor and mean, compared with the un- 
ſearchable riches of Chrifl. To this exalted perſon as 
the only Saviour of Sinners, and relief of the bur- 
dened Soul, he endeavours, in this Dialogue, to 
= the attention of his dejefted Friend. He flea- 


dily purſues this fingle point; Hrives to anſwer every 
objettion, to obviate every difficulty, to remove every 


Icruple, and perſuade to a reliance on Him that is 


mighty to ſave, 


— 


GRACE TRIUMPHANT. 
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EAN DE R. & NE AS. 


F* vain J wander through- the ſhades for | 


Peace, | 

Or ſeek her in the winding maze of thought; 
Far from my ſteps the fair Celeſtial flies. 
She's gone! for ever gone! and in her ſtead, 
O'er my foreboding ſoul, with horrid frown;. 
Corroding Anguiſh ſpreads her raven wings, 
And black Deſpair bis iron ſceptre holds, 
Oh, where dwells Comfort! where dwells 

heav'nly Peace! 


E 


She dwells, great God! with thoſe that love thy 


law, 
If ſo, how far from me! And thou, dread 
Lord! | 
Oh, thou exalted Son of the Moſt High! 
That hold'ſt the center of th' eternal Throne, 
And juſtly claim'ſt the birthright of the ſk es: 
This Peace is thine to give. What wonder, 
then, 


That he with-holds this bleſſing from his focs, 


And moſt of all from me? who ſhun'd his love, 
* & $ | Deny'd 
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Deny'd the merit of his matchleſs deeds; 
Wo durſt oppoſe the honour of his name, 
And coldly heſitate to own him GOD. 

But now I feel his pow'r! his wrath awak'd, 
Shoots demonſtration into all my ſoul ! 

I fee him riſe in majeſty array'd, 

Tremendous majeſty ! Oh, how I gaze! 
How his ſtupendous greatneſs fills my ſoul 
With wonder, awe, and terror! How I ſhrink 
And tremble at the glory of his might! — 
E'en yon enormous globe of cent'ral fire, - 
That flames th'apparent glory of the ſky, 
Holds the extended empire of the day, 

And ſtands the baſis of depending worlds, 
But dimly ſhines an emblem of the Gop. 
This ſun is his; and ev'ry wand'ring ſphere 
From Merc'ry, baſking in the ſolar blaze, 
To utmoſt Saturn : who, with all his train, 
Of gay attendants, moves in ſolemn ſtate, 
And orb in orb, eccentric, ſweeps the ſky, 
Yea, far beyond where'er Creation dwells, 
And pours by myriads her refulgent ſons, 
All-flaming with unutterable blaze, 

There reigns the King. And o'er the track- 


— 


leſs fields 25 
Of boundleſs ſpace, which lie beyond all 
thought, 


And Angel's bolder wing attempts in vain, 


His 


How ſhall I bear the ſight, when in my eyes, 
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His pow'r preſides, His pow'r, how wond'rous 
great 
How dreadful! and how grand th approneneny 
day, 
When, from the bright aſſemblies of the ſkies, 
He comes ſurrounded with a ſhining train 
Of Saints and Angels, to this guilty World! 
He comes to judgment! to receive his own 
Into the boſom of eternal love, 
And pour ſwift vengeance on his hapleſs foes. 
How dread the fight! how his red banners 
blaze 
High, in mid heav'n, by mighty Angels born! 
Blazon'd with his victorious deeds they wave, 
And flame triumphant crimſon through the 
{ky. 
But all this pomp is darkneſs, if compar'd 
With the intolerably dazzling God! 
Where ſhall the ſinner ſtand? how ſhall he 
face 


The pow'r he durſt provoke, he durſt deny? 


Array'd in all the glory of the ſkies, 
Aſcends, as Judge of all, the God I durſt 
deſpiſe ? 


Lg 


E 3 EVAN- 
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EVANDER. ENEAS. 


2 N E A S, 
How fares my friend? ? 


e. | 
My peace of mind is loſt, 
And on the reſtleſs waves of Grief I'm toſt. 
EA NE AGS. 
When Sol, o'er heav'n's hill- top, purſu'd 
his way, 8 
With fiercer fires, and ſhot meridian day; 
To yonder ſhade retir'd, whoſe ſpreading trees 
Exclude the heat and catch the fanning breeze, 
Which cools its wings in ſtreams that warbling 
flow, 
And waſh the flow'ry meads that lie below, 
I found Mezentus; and from him I learn, 
That ſomething fills your ſoul with deep con- 
cern. 
Without delay my ſteps to meet you bend, 
Glad if my counſels can avail my friend. 

E AM D ER. 
Though no relief my raging griefs obtain, 
Though love and friendſhip ſeek my eaſe in 

vain, 
I am not leſs oblig'd. But be ſo kind, 


To tell me what Mezentus ſays? 
 ENEAS, 


1 


14 


18 


1 
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A N E AS. 
] Your mind 
He apprehends diſorder'd. Groundleſs fears, 
He ſays, diſtreſs you. Your whole ſoul appears 
Dark and confus'd; averſe to Reaſon's laws; 
And that yourſelf, not clearly, knows the cauſe, 
E Y A N D E R. 
Miſtaken man! alas, too well I know W 
The bitter fountain whence my ſorrows flow, . 
E N E AS. 
When the Phyſician of the cauſe is ſure, 
He gains the baſis that muſt bear the cure. 
„ 
There is no cure for me] 
E WE A s. 
In this, my friend, 
I muſt conclude you err. If you attend 
To good advice, you doubtleſs ſoon may find, 
A great Phyſician that can heal the mind. 
r 
Though far the healing pow'r of phyſic goes, 
It never can eradicate my woes. 
E VE A S$. 
In an affair, where ſuch importance lies, 
Conclude not too abruptly, but be wiſe. 


Perhaps you'll own your error when you learn, 


Who the Phyſician is. Whoever turn 
| To 
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To his advice ne'er miſs of ſure relief, 
Though their vaſt miſery exceed belief. 

E AND EZ R. 
If phyſic's pow'r could my complaint re- 
move, a 
Your never-failing men I can't approve ; 
But the Phyſician here muſt ſtrive in vain, - 
For Sin is the diſeaſe that gives me pain. | 
As when a mighty army marſhal'd ſtands, 
With ſpreading wings, wide-ſtretch'd, o'er diſ- 
tant lands, 75 8 

And boaſtful enſigns waving in the air, 

The dread of nations, and the pomp of war: 

Ss all my fins, in terrible array, 

Stand in my view and fill me with diſmay; 

But Pride and Unbelief above the reſt, 

Riſe on my ſoul, and flaſh acroſs my breaſt. 

Can there be help for this? 


= FF] # "#8: 
Help may be found, 
And certain help for all that feel the wound. 
But ſay, what cauſe the wond'rous change hath 
wrought ? | 
And how theſe conſcious terrors reach'd your 
thought ? S 


EVAN- 


4 
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EF AND ER. 
Some bold aſſertions tending to degrade 
The great Redeemer, much I am afraid, 
| Have rous'd Almighty Vengeance. On my 
mind 
The terror flaſh'd like lightning, Unconfin'd 
It rages: all that's urg'd to eaſe my pain 
Is driv'n before the ſtorm, and urg'd in vain. 
Thus terrible the ruſhing whirlwind flies, 


Drives the black clouds in . * the 


ſnkies; 

Shakes, the extended m with AY 
| ſound, 
And ſpreads the ſturdy oaks along the ground, 
With furious blaſt the craggy rock divides, 
And hurls the ſhatter'd ruins down its ſides ! 
The mountain ſcarcely ftands—— 


a 1 45. 


Did you relate, 
Theſe apprehenſions, and your prelent ſtate 
Of mind, all to Mezentus? 


EVANDE R. 


Yes, I did, 
Without reſerve, and nothing from him hid. 


ANEAS, 


an——c va ——_—_—___ * 
* 
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E NZ AS. | 
And what did he advance to eaſe your grief? 
n 
Reaſon's vaſt pow'r, and Virtue's ſure relief. 
A NE A 8. 
But from ſuch great aſſiſtance did you find, 
No help, no eaſe, to your afflicted, mind? 
EY AND EEX. 
With his ſoft pipe as well the whiſtling 
ſwain 


May ſtill the tempeſt. Ceaſeleſs is my pain: _ 


Full on my ſoul I feel the dreadful load; 
Nothing can help me but a pard'ning God. 
| A N E A S. 

That ſuch parade of reafoning had no force, 
Does not ſurpriſe me. From far other ſource 
Muſt ſpring your comfort, and your caſe te- 

quires 
Diff' rent adviſe 
E AN D E R. > 
Tho' all my ſoul retires, 


From thoſe gay themes which reas'ning pride | 


inſpires, J 
And dwells with ceaſeleſs woes; ; 2 would not 
have 


| You judge too caſh y— 
ANEAS. 


/ 


/ 
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ZN E AS. 
What — 
E AN D E R. | 
That I'm a flave 
To groundleſs fears, that flow from reaſon loſt, 
| A N E AS. 

So far from that, tho* much your mind is 


toſt, | 
1 think your reaſon brightens : in ſuch * 


1 


Sinful and wretched, odious to the fight, 
All ſee themſelves, that ſee themſelves aright, 
„ 

To ſwell my guilt vaſt aggravations join; 

Mortal ne'er groan'd beneath ſuch guilt as 
mine. K 
2 2 2 468 | 

Gay nature holds a flatt'ring mirror forth, 

To all her offspring, and proclaims their worth, 


The bright deluſion turns the ſoul aſide, 
Fires the young heart, and feeds her natiye 


pride, 
But when God's holy and eternal law 
Burſts on the ſinner, he, with ſhiv'ring awe, 
Sees, like a dream, his moral worth retire; 
And trembles at the thunder, and the fire, 
Then the commandment comes, his fin appears 


Exceeding ſinful; and, o'ercome with fears, 
Inſtant 
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Inſtant he falls and owns its wages, Death, 

This ſeems your caſe: but though your ev'ry 
| breath 1 

Is drawn with anguiſh, whereſoe er you turn, 

As deſtitute of hope, forbear to mourn ; 


Nor yet conclude that ſome ſtrange lot you find 


Before unknown, uncommon to mankind, 


The beſt of men have this dark vale paſs'd 


through, 
And trembled at their guilt as much as you. 
r 5 
Others, with anguiſh, have their errors 
mourn'd, 2 
Have ſeen their danger, and in time return * 
But ſome uncommon wrath will be my doom, 
And ſome ſtrange vengeance bow me to the 
| tomb : 
While the prodigious woes that me abide, 
Will ftand the warning of the fons of pride. 


| ENEA 8, ; 
Your preſent troubles, tho? they are ſevere, 
Warrant no ſuch concluſions; nor appear 


| Productive of ſuch woes, When the Moſt 


High 
Exerts his pow'r, to bring his people nigh, 
He frequently aſſumes an angry form, 
His way is in the whirlwind and the ſtorm: 
15 From 


5 


1H 


DIALOGUE te THIRD. as 
From ſuch high cauſe as this muſt ſpring your 
grief, 
Your ſtate by Sin, your Pride, and Unbelief, 
Thus charg'd upon your Soul, fo clear _ 
ſtrong | 
Speaks God's high work, 40 muſt to him be- 
— 
EV AND ER. 

Such is my own concluſion. Pow'r divine 
Alone can work ſuch wond'rous grief as mine, 
His wrath awak'd, ſwift ruſhes on my ſoul, | 
E'en now, methinks, I hear his thunders roll; 
Full on my head the deadly bolt he aims, | 
Keen, as his wrath, and wrap'd in ruddy flames: 


What friend, or what deliv'rer, can be found? 


4a NE 48. 
Deep! wond'rous deep! I know his arrows 
wound, 


But this, tho' ſharp the anguith, does not prove 


His wrath awak'd, but rather ſpeaks his love. 
Perhaps, with kindeſt views, he makes you groanz 
Deep are his ways, his footſteps are unknown, 
3 IE i = 
T alk not of kindneſs, or an happy end, 

The wounds I feel proceed not from a friend. 
But ſince you think there's help, relate it clear, 
Say, who the Helper is, and tell me where ? 

-W The 


30 GRACE TRIUMPHANT. 
The bitterneſs of death I fain would fly, 
If help there is, tis time I ſhould apply. 


ENE 4 6. 


When Iſrael's tribes had Rey: the ſervile 
chain, 

Inſulting Egypt ſtrove to hold in vain; 

Arabia's mighty deſart next they trac'd, 

And rear'd their tents along the dreary waſte; 

But with diſmay the devious wild they tread, 

And murm'ring view the rugged way they're 
led; | | £ 

Sullen around they caſt reproaching eyes, 

And view with ſtormy look the welt'ring ſkies.. 

But vengeance ſleeps not long, for ſoon on high 

A cloud of dreadful ſerpents hiſſing fly, 

Light on the camp and burn with furious ire, 

While their red eye-balls glare with vivid fire: 

With venom'd rage they bite ; their pois'nous 
breath 

Inflames the raging wound with certain death, 

The humbled tribes repent, and mourn their 

3 ſlain; 

For help, for mercy cry, nor cry in vain, 
Glowing, in poliſh'd braſs, a Serpent ſtands, 
Rais'd on a pyramid, which heav'n commands, 
To heal the nation ; ſight immediate gives 
The wond'rous cure, and the beholder lives, 

80 
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So when the ſinner feels the deadly wound, 
And conſcious trouble bows him to the grounds 
With cutting anguiſh draws his ev'ry breath, 
And feels the working poiſon big with death; 
To Calv'ry's ſummit could he raiſe his eye, 
Behold the Croſs, and ſee his Saviour die, 
Immediate eaſe the healing ſight would give, 
There, my Evander, look! there -lopk and 
PF live. GN in 2 
EVANDER, 
However great his pow'r to heal my woe, 
Let it no more be nam'd; he is my foe. 
A NZ A.S. e 
With rapture till I name it, oh, my Friend} 
Sight not the Saviour, but his worth attend: 
Ne'er let your fight from his dear crofs remove, 


Behold his deeds, and wonder at his love, 
E V A N'D E R. | 
His deeds avail not me! 
AM. NN & £# -$Þ 
14 yy They will avail 
Whoe'er believes; his merits never fail, 
His grace alone can all your fears controul, 
And eaſe the anguiſh of your troubl'd ſoul. 
He, when on earth, could with the utmoſt caſe, 


Calm the fierce winds, and quell the foaming 
ſeas ; | 


F 2 His 


. EA ire eu Pr eos — — - 
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His high commands the roaring billows keep, 
And the check'd tempeſt dies upon the deep. 


In balmy ſleep the Great Redeemer lay, 


While fierce conflicting winds embroil'd the 
ſea, 

Mad, -as the winds, the tofling ſurges riſe, 

Mix with the wheeling clouds, and thunder to 
the ſkies. 

The cordage ſhines with foam, the daſhing 
brine 

Floats on the deck, and all events combine 5 

To ſwell the ſeaman's horror; while each wave 

Seems big with death, and ſhews a threat'ning 
grave! 


They wake the Maſter; he with calmeſt views 


Marks the mad elements, and trembling crew; 
Then, Peace! be ftill!” with gentle voice} 
he cry'd; 

Strait in ſmooth eddies rolls the thund'ring 1 
tide; 

The whiſtling winds obey, the roaring waves 
ſubſide. 1 8 

Calm are the ſkies, and clear; th'obedient ſea 

Is in a moment calm, and clear as they. 

Ye burden'd ſouls that mourn your guilt, at- 

 -. ends 
Behold, your Helper here ! behold your Friend! 


He 


! 


0 


| 
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He holds the pow'r the rage of hell to bind, 
And, inſtant, ſtill the tempeſt of the mind. 
One word from him would make all trouble 
ceaſe, 
And fill Evander's heart with conſcious peace. 
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Doubtleſs it would; but favours ſuch as thoſe, .. 
So great! ſo rich! belong not to his foes. 


E NI A8. 


This glorious Perſon far exceeds our praiſe, 
How kind, how wonderful are all his ways! 
Tho” boundleſs heights his radiant glories riſe, | 
Flame in the heav'ns, and dazzle all the ſkies; 
Yet to redeem his foes (amazing love!) 

He left the ſplendors of his throne above. 

For theſe he laid aſide his ſtarry crown, 

Bow'd the high heav'ns, and cheerfully came 
down | R 

In human form, to ſave his greateſt foes; _ 

He bare our ſins, and their long train of woes: 


He ſaw the vengeance burſting on our head, 
Stedfaſt he ſtood and bare it in our ſtead. 


EE FF A&A #6 ©. 


Great is his love indeed! but yet I fear, 
So vile a wretch has no acceptance there, 


F z ENEAS. 
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NE As. 


Vour ſenſe of vileneſs, and your deep diſ- 
treſs, 

' Urge you to ſeek with proſpect of ſucceſs. | 

Sure of relief, the poor and needy go,. 

He favours not the loſty, but the low. 

Before his throne preſent your humble pray'r, 

The burden'd mind is his peculiar care. 

He is, by his Almighty Sire, affign'd, 

To heal the ſoul, the broken heart to bind; 

To preach glad tidings to the Sons of Woe,” 

To break their chains, and let the pris ners. 

7 

To comfort all that mourn their evil ways, 

And ful their drooping hearts with ſongs of: 
praiſe; 

To ſliew their full acceptance gain'd at laſt; 

And ſpeak the bitter day of vengeance paſt, ' 

To clothe,, with righteouſneſs, his ranſom'd- 


race, 
And make them glorify the God of Grace. 


| „ 
This is the anguiſh, this the venom'd dart, 

And this the thoug git that ſtings me to the 

heart. 

His. 


\ 


/ 
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His wond'rous kindneſs, his amazing love, 
And all his great atchievements to remove- 
Our horrid guilt, I boldly durſt deſpiſe. © 
4 W Z 4 C. 
Then now to better proſpects turn your 
eyes. 
To th'injur'd God your grateful off rings bring, 
Bow to the Saviour, and confeſs him King. 
„% 4 + © 
Oh, that I had in time! but tis my fate, 
To ſee my error and repent too late, | 
A N E A. C. 
If aged ſinners, obſtinate and bold, 
In ev'ry daring vice confirm'd and old, 


When call'd by Grace, may heav'n's acceptance- 


gain; 
Can blooming youth be thought to ſue in vain? 


| Jehovah's lips the precious promiſe ſpeak, 


« That all ſhall find him who believing ſeek.” 

Then let all fears and cauſeleſs ſcruples ceaſe, 

And turn to him who ſtands the only Peace 

That heav'n, or earth, affords Man's fallen 
ſeed”; 

Mighty to ſave ! he knows the ſinners need, 

And ready ſtands to help: his glorious name, 


Millions of pardon'd. ſinners will proclaim: 
The 
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The ſinner's ſurety, and the ſinner's boaſt, 
Fhe Son and Equal of the Lord of Hoſt, 
Whate'er the ſinner wants, he holds to give; 
He bids the poor condemn'd delinquent live; 
Makes the deaf ear receive the ſounds that fly, 
And the weak nerveleſs cripple leap for joy: 
From the dark eye-ball clears the films away, 
And lays it open to the viſual ray, 
He makes the dumb to ſing, the dead to riſe, 
Ob, my Evander ! turn your eager eyes, 
To this great Perſon 
1 
5 How ſevere muſt prove 
2 doom of him that ſlighted all this love! 


n. 
Though to procure the e higheſt 


good, 
The Great Redeemer freely pour'd his blood; 
Without concern the wretch beholds him 
bleed, 
Nor aſks the bleſſing till he ſees his need. 


He, ſelf-ſufficient, ſeeks to ſcale the ſkies, 
His works, like mountains, pil'd on mountains, 


. riſe; 
Till Heav'n theſe ſtructures low in ruin lays, 


And whelms ſuch builders in the heaps they raiſe. 
Such 


& 2 
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Such was my Friend ; but now diviner light 

Dawns on your ſoul, and ſhews your former 
night; 

Now is the time Almighty Grace to prove; 

Now is the time to ſeek the Saviour's love. 


GRACE TRIUMPHANT. 


* DIALOGUE the FOURTH, 


The ARGUMENT. 


Sylvia, finding Evander ungſfected with what- 
ever had been advanced by his friends to give him 
conſolation, reſumes the je; and endeavours to 
guiet his mind with the thoughts of the goodneſs of 
the Deity, his lau tenderneſs and readineſs te 
forgive, and the extent of 570 s Redemption. 


GRACE TRIUM HAN T. 


DIALOGUE the FOURTH. 


ann Sr L714. 


8 r EP FM | 
T much ſurpriſes me, and all that 1 
That you continue obſtinate in woe, 
And reſolutely wretched. For my ſake, 
My dear Evander, ſtrive, ah! ſtrive, to take 
Better advice, — 

1 1 5K 
Could any earthly thing 

Increaſe my woe, or make my ſorrow ſting 
With greater force, it were the heavy ſhare 
My Sylvia bears in this uncommon care : 


But that great Grief, the tyrant of my breaſt, 
Dreadfully frowns, and ſwallows all the reſt, 


87465 F#&+ & 

It ſeems in me preſumptuous to pretend 
To chaſe your ſorrows, when each wiſer friend 
Hath prov'd ſucceſsleſs : but behold this page 
By Heav'n inſcrib'd, and which I dare engage 
You'll not deny. This would direct your 

courſe 


To heav'nly Mercy's high eternal ſource; 
G Where 
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Where the Great Father of Creation ſtands, 
Love in his eye, and pardon in his hands : 
His tender heart with kind compaſſion burns, 
And melts to meet the ſinner that returns. 


„ 
The more ſevere, and bitter is his doom, 
For whom this vaſt proviſion makes no room; 
Who fall'n, below divine Compaſſion, lies, 
Nor will a pitying God regard his cries; 
Though high above the Heav'ns his mercies 
ſhine, . 
Ready to pardon ev'ry fin but mine 
1. 


Take heed, Evander, leſt you backward run, 
And blindly tread the paths you mean to ſhun: 
For ſurely none can more inſult the ſky, 

Than he who Heav'n's.rich mercy dares deny, 
FF 2 RD 82 | 
The Pow'r that knows all hearts can witneſs 
mine, 
Was ne'er inclin'd his mercy to confine ; 
But though this heav'nly fair „ 


riſe, 
Her feet on earth, her ſtature fills the ſkies ; 
Vet in her hand no kind aſſiſtance lies Ir 


For 


DIALOGUE H FOUR 7. 63 


For ſuch as I— 
5 7 63-4 | 
They are your groundleſs fears 
Which make you think ſo; but the caſe ap- 
pears 
Far otherwiſe to his unerring ſight, 
To whom the night is day, and darkneſs 
light. 
For as Heav'n's ſtarry arch, and azure ſkies 
Above the earth in glorious grandeur riſe; 
So is the King, who claims eternal praiſe, 
More high in thought, more perfect in his ways 
Than mortal Man, Hence though theſe trou- 
blies may 
Break your repoſe, and clouds ofercaft your 
day, | 
His ſteady eye beholds your conſtant care 
Through the thick gloom, and ſees you as you 
are. | 
EV AND E R. 
Yes, without doubt, he ſees me black as 
Hell. 
ST + F 2 
To uſe ſuch ſtrange expreffions is not well, 
Let me intreat, Evander, that no thore 
You'll thus diſtieſs me: why ſhould you deplore 
8 2 And 
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Four errors without Hope? think what rich aid 

And full proviſion Heav'n's high King hath 
made 

For Man's ſalvation. Seek his grace and live; 

| Readier than we to aſk, is he to give. 

If then his mercy will not eaſe your care, 


Seck the Redeemer. 
Y EVAND ER. 
___ JuftlyI deſpair 
Aſſiſtance from that quarter, 
8 . 3 
Strange, indeed ! 
When in Truth's ſacred volume you may read, 
He died for all mankind : this truth, confeſs'd, 


1 Swells the fair page, and ſhines above the re. 


EYVANDE R. 
When Hell's extended jaws, with fiery breath, 
Horribly grin, and menace double death; 
"Then, yawning wide, receive the guilty throng, 
In a black rolling tempeſt whirl'd along 
From Heay'n's auguſt tribunal : wrath divine 
Flames in the rear, and thick the flaſhes ſhine, 


Urge the dire train along the fiery way, \ 
Plunge in th'abyſs, and drive them from the 


day: 
View the deſcending throng, my Love, and { 


ſay, 
5 Are 
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Are theſe redeem'd by the incarnate God ? 
Are theſe the purchaſe of a Saviour's blood? 


1 I + © 

When royal bounty ſpreads the princely ſtore, 
A bold enquiry ill becomes the poor : 
What mortal then ſhould cold objections bring, 
Againſt the gifts of heav*n's all-gracious King? 
Receive the good, and take it as it lies; 
He that enquires too nicely is not wiſe. 
Then as it ſtands reveal'd your comfort view z 
He died for all, and therefore muſt for you, 


EY AND E K. 


Yet what avails it? though he died for all, 
If, notwithſtanding, ſome of theſe may fall 
To endleſs burning? no relief I ſee, 

But till may periſh, though he died for me. 


#7. ' #3 8M 

But then the fault is yours, and not in 
Heav'n. 

T1 » ‚ 


And is that fault committed? this hath giv'n 
The blow that wounds me deepeſt, Heay'nly 
love, 
In all its forms ſucceſsleſs, ſeeks to move 


G 3 | His 
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His horrid guilt that hath God's grace with- 
ſtood, 
And lcorn'd the merit of a Saviour's blood. 
ELIF T7 4 
Fai ain would I urge ſome thought that t wight 
appeaſe * 
- Your raging griefs, and lull your cares to caſe; 
But ſo determin'd in this way you go, 
And with ſuch eager ſteps purſue your woe, 
That I deſpair ſucceſs. Not more afraid 
The bird of night, to ſee Heav'n's _ di- 
play'd, — 
When op'ning morn ſhe ſhuns, and plunges | 
in the ſhade, +: 
Than you to view Heav'n's love! While thus 


you ſhun 
- Whate'er yourſelf, whate' er your God has 
done; 
Reſiſt the aid which heay *nly love welds, 
And plunge, determin'd, into deeper woes. 
Tis not in me to eaſe your anxious mind, 
Or give that peace you will not ſeek to find : 
I know not what your reſtleſs wiſh requires, 
Nor can yourſelf explain your ſtrange deſires. 
EVAND E R. | 
From Error's fountain ſuch concluſions flow, 
Far, with the higheſt certainty, I know | 


Tye bitter root from which my ſorrows grow ; 
And 


Without ſuch knowledge ne'er can be at reſt. 
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And the great good I want, which, could I 
gain, | | | 

Would, in a moment, eaſe me of my pain, 
| "RS 4 MI 
F'm very glad this bleſſing is ſo near 
As to be clearly known; and beg to hear, 
Evander, what it is? —> | 
EVANDER. 
| Knowledge of guilt 
Is the fix'd baſe on which my woes are built, 
Now what would overthrow the whole dire 
train : | 
Is knowledge of forgiveneſs: could I gain 
So great a favour, ſoon, on fiery wing, 
My ſoul would mount, and of ſalvation ſing, 
$ 1 1 
And by what means expect you to obtain 


Such knowledge: 


E AND ER. 
Ah, my Sylvia! *tis in vain 
To think about it, That the Saviour gives 
So great a bleſſing to the beſt that lives 
Admits diſpute! But, were ſuch gifts beſtow'd, 
Enormous guilt reſtrains the fav *ring God 
From finding me: yet my tormented breaſt, 


SY L- 
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15 n 

I bleme you much for fixing your deſire 
On et 46.1 muſt be hopeleſs to acquire, 
If hope in God would ſure relief afford, 
That you may gain; he gives it in his word. 
If above this your reſtleſs wiſhes riſe, . 
Check the abſurd preſumption, and be wiſe ; | 
Beyond thappointed means no ſure aſſiſtance f 


* x%< a 


lies. 1 
Should, from the tombs, ſome awful form 
ariſe, 


Or, ſwift deſcenSan angel from the ſkies, - 
To bring your pardon ; fuck celeſtial aid 
Might not with a prevailing pow'r perſuade : 
Some quibble, doubt, or ſcruple might remain; 
The dead might riſe, or Heav'n deſcend in 

Vain. | 42 
EF L1 ND £8. 


Tho' no ſuch hope is my remoteſt view, 
Still muſt my ſoul this fingle point purſue : 
Forgiveneſs only can remove my ſmart, 

Nor will the bare conjeQture caſe my heart. 

A certain knowledge Heav'n denies to give, 
Yet that I want ; nor can without it live. 
Thus the poor trav'ler, that purſues his way , 
Through the vait deſart, brown with Phœbus“' 


When 
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When welt'ring in the bright, deſcending beams, 
Thinks of green fields, and cool refreſhing 

ſtreams, | | 
The moſly fountain, and the bubbling ſpring, 
Arch'd with thick ſhades, in which the warblers 
ſing; 
He meditates beneath the burning ſky, 
Pants for the ſtream, and he muſt drink, or die. 


GRACE 
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DIALOGUE te FIFTH, 


rr 


The ARGUMENT. 


Mezentus again endeavours to diſpel the heavy 
gloom that over ſhades his diſconſolate friend. With 
this defign he denies the Fall of Man, will not ad- 
mit of the notion of eternal puniſhment, and urges a 
dependance upon Divine Mercy. But finding E- 
vander unaffefted with the force of ſuch conſidera- 
tions, he concludes, that his diſtreſs ariſes from a 
melancholy diſpoſition, and adviſes to chearful com- 
pany and gay amuſements. 


GRACE TRIUMPHANT, 
DIALOGUE the FIFTH. 
EVANDER. ME Z EN TUS. 


M EZ ENT US. | 
1 my Friend, I think you much to 


blame, 
That you reſolvedly purſue the ſame 
Dejected courſe. Not one beneath the ſky, 
Would more ſincerely join your grief than I, 
If there was reaſon. But the virtuous mind! 
Jo dull dejeCtion ſhould not be inclin'd, 
For ſhe through thought's wide field may 
wander unconfin'd ; | 
May trace the heart's profound receſs, nor fear 
To face whatever lies in ſecret there: 
With pleaſure all around may caſt her eye, 
And view her ſmiling offspring, Peace and Joy: 
Exulting fee her neble building riſe, 
And from its ſummit gain her native ſkies. 


E FAN DE. 


Had white-rob'd Innocence ne'er left our 
plains, _ 

But dwelt ſhe ſtill where black Pollution reigns, 

H eo 
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Moſt juſt were your remarks, But ſince dire 
- Guilt | 
Has thrown the fabric down which Virtue built, 
Amidſt theſe wide-ſpread ruins ſhe in vain, 
On this foundation, ſeeks to build again | 
Before the ground be clear'd. 
AE 32 8 # T0 8. 
| What ſome ſuppoſe 
Of Nature's fall, and its attendant woes 
- TI apprehend erroneous. Heav'n's high King 
Would ne'er permit ſuch dreadful ills to ſpring 
Within his vaſt dominions: if they may, 
He rules the univerſe with careleſs ſway. 
E „ AND E E. 
As he hath giv'n the cholce of good or ill, 
Without compulſion to the human will; 
If theſe free beings plunge in endleſs flame, 
Who the Great Ruler of the ſkies can blame ? | 
M rr S. | 
Behold the frame of Nature; think how fair, 

How curious and exact its movements are. 

Io day's great Monarch turn your og 

ds * 
' Intenſe he burns, and flames wich _Gzaling 
light; 

The ſolar ſyſtem fills with boundleſs day, 


And deep, in N ight's dark boſom, ſhoots his ray. 
Around 
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Around his throne the circling planets run, 
And each, far - wheeling, owns the cent'ral ſun; 
ILightly he ſeems to ſkim along the 1 
Though mountains, kingdoms, cont nents, on 

him lie. 
Vaſt foreſts. wave along his ſhaggy ſides, 
And oceans roll around him as he rides; 
The howling wind with ceaſeleſs fury blows, 


And rob'd in hov'ring clouds and ſtorms he 


goes. 


Black on one fide, as night, he takes his way, 


The other ſhines in all the beams of day. 
Thus ſwift he whitls along the heav'nly road, 
And bears, through Ether, the prodigious load; 
Nor yet at large with careleſs courſe they fly, 
Through fields of ſpace, the vagrants of the 

ſky, 
But each his orb regards with due concern, 
And keeps the deſtin'd hour of his return, 
So nice hath Nature's all- creating King 
Contriv'd her wheels, and balanc'd ev'ry ſpring; 
So carefully adjuſted all her round, 
And with ſuch force her airy circles bound. 
But can the nat'ral world ſuch care employ, 
And his more perfect work, the moral, lie 
So ruinous? ſhall that Which needs it moſt, 
For want of prudent government, be loſt ? 

H 2 Would 


— !. — ˙ — ——— 
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Would he, whoſe laws the univerſe confin'd, 
At random leave the movements of the mind? 
Can he, whoſe goodneſs through creation runs, 
Neglect the care of his peculiar fons, 

And let ſuch poiſon in their nature grow, 
To glut: the vengeance of a vanquiſh'd foe ? 
Abſurd, and monſtrous !— 


EV AN D E E. 

5 + But the great firſt Cauſe, 
Governs not moral agents by thoſe laws | 
That bind material objects 

* E 2 RN Ds. 
3 | I ſuppoſe 
That all created life joins to compoſe 

One mighty ſyſtem, one ſtu pendous chain 
Of varied being; not one order yain 
In the vaſt Whole, which riſes from the clog 
Of lifeleſs matter to th'eternal God: 
Who at the head of his creation ſtands, 
And holds the chain of Being in his hands; 


+6 ev'ry part exact, complete, and full, 


And all conſpires to form a perfect Whole. 
: EY AND E'R. 
What place in this great chain do you ſuppcſe 


Man occupies ?—' 
88 6. 
That the Creator knows, 
Whoſ: 
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Whoſe eye takes in the whole: but in the 
throng 7, | 
Can we ſuppoſe he plac'd this creature wrong? 
He ſeems the narrow iſthmus that divides 
Two mighty oceans, and their ſwelling tides: 
Matter and Spitit meet, with ceaſeleſs toar, 
And break their billows on his little ſhore ; 
At diff*rent times ſo much to each he bends, 
We ſcarce know what he is, or where he tends. 
But this we know, whatever place he fills, 
He firmly ſtands ſecure from all thoſe ills 
Which molt apparently would undermine 
His end of Being, and his whole deſign 
In the creation. If we grant there may, 
One race of beings e' er be torn away 
From its fix'd ſtation, firſt by Heav'n aſſign'd, 
God's moral government is undermin d. 
And chain of being broken. Hence would 
nner „n | 
Horrible diſcord: Heav'n's eternal King 
No longer governs in bis vaſt domain, 
But uproar wide, and mad confuſion reign. 
EV AND EE R 
However plauſible this ſcheme may ſeem, 
It anſwers not to facts; and theſe I deem 
No reas'ning can o'efturn, God's wotidrous 
plan 
Its height and depth can ne'er be reach'd by man. 
| H 3 All. 
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All clear it lies before the Great . 
But clouds and darkneſs hover round his throne. 
Deep in his boſom lies his great decree, 
Nor can his vaſt deſigns be known by thee : 
Such giddy heights we mortals blindly ſoar, 
And idly reaſon but to err the more. 
Submit we then to what's reveal'd : and here, 
Two orders of created life appear, 
Perverted from their firſt deſign, and thrown 
From heights of bliſs, to . of woe un- 
| known. | 
| Againſt them both Almighty vengeance burns, 
And Heav'n's averted favour ne'er returns, 
But ever barr'd are all the doors of bliſs : 
What link in your eternal chain is this ? 
MEZEN TU. S$. 
What the fall'n angels e, and what their 
doom; | 
Or what the ſtate of man beyond the tomb; 
What puniſhment for flagrant vice prepar'd, 
Or how bright virtue meets her juſt re ward; 
Are ſubjects far above the human mind, 
Dim to the preſent, to the futute blind. 
Why ſhould we then ſuch dark concluſions raiſe 
As injure heav'nly goodneſs? Let us praiſe 
The Great Creator : all his works are fair, 
And all partake of his paternal care. 


To 
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To, DOG Vice, and Virtue to reward, 
Without ſuch dire extremes, are bis regard... 
The end of things our thoughts in vain, purſue, | 
Nor can we his extent of empire view; 
But till his goodneſs gives. us clearer light, 
Here let us reſt, Whatever is, is right.” 


E F' A N D E K. 

A thorny pillow this muſt be at beſt, 

On ſuch my weary mind can take no reſt ;; 
Far other ſtrains to my poor foul belong, 
In her, alas! Whatever is, is wrong. 

M E 2 FPNT US. 

Juſt hov'ring o'er the margin of the main, 
des yon bright, Deen that leads the ſtarry 
e 
And mark her courſe along th'ætherial plain. | 
At firſt ſhe drives, obliquely,” down the ſkies, 
Where the broad Zodiac's winding circle lies: 
Swift o'er the ſtar-pav'd road we ſee her run, 
And, far behind, ſhe leaves the lagging ſun, 
But, ſoon relenting, checks. her eager pace, 
| Beholds the God, and waits his warm embrace. 
Nor long ſhe waits, but laviſh of her charms, 
Turns her ſwift courſe, and runs into his arms. 
Thence quick emerging fram, ſuch, floods. of 

light, 
She backward runs, and ſeeks the ſilent 1 
Purſues 
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Purſues the ancient dame; ind as ſhe goes 

A ſilver edge on her dark mantle throws. 
Before the blufhing morn we ſee her riſe, 
Blaze all around, and kindle half the ſkies. 
Along th'inverted ſigns ſhe takes her way, 
Awakes the dawn, and chides the tardy day. 
But ſuddenly ſhe lags; the ſtops ; ſhe turns, 
And now afreſh for day's bright monarch burns: 
Swift down the heav'nly hill we ſee her ſpring 
With gath'ring force, to the retreating king. 
Thus to our erring light the dame appears 
While to his eye who whirls the radiant ſpheres, 
Wich unremitting ſpeed, ſhe's ſeen to run 

In one bright circle round the cent'tal ſun. 
Such are the ways of man: his actions tend, 
As it appears to us, to croſs the end 

Of his creation. But his careleſs courſe 

Is by his Maker bound with ſteady ſorce, 
And to its end, by ſov'reign pow'r confin'd ; 
A part we lee, but to the whole are blind. 


E FAND YER. 


Such fine-ſpun reas'nings may amuſe and 
pleaſe 
The ſportive fancy, when the mind's at eaſe; 
But in the day of trouble, when we need 


Some ſure ſupport, they leave us poor indeed! 
As 
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As well a falling column may recline 

On a_ weak cobweb, as this ſoul of mine 
Reſt on ſuch airy dreams. Alas, ſhe drops! 
Nor can ſhe lean upon ſuch feeble props. 
Her reaſon, knowledge, virtue, all her boaſt, 
Sink into nothing; for ſhe muſt be loſt! 
And loſt for ever! Thus her fears preſage, 
And ſuch the language of the facred Page. 


M EZ ENT VS. 
If virtuous men, the temp' rate and the juſt, 


The chaſte, the wiſe and good, muſt die ac- 
curſt; | 

If error's paths, thro" human frailty trod, 

Can rouſe the vengeance of a righteous God; 

In heav'nly eſtimation, tell me where | 

The ſons of Luſt and Violence appear ? 

The wretch that marks his way with ſcenes of 
blood, | | 

All Vice purſues, and treads down ev'ry good; 

While daring heights his oaths and curſes rife, 

Blaſt all around him, and blaſpheme the ſkies. 

| ZII AND EE R. 

I, by compariſon, ſhall not be try'd, 

Nor can, by others crimes, be juſtify'd. 
M E Z ZNS. | 

But tell me what you think of Heav'n's Su- 
preme: 5 


Is he all fire and fury? not one beam 


OK a 
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Of heav* *nly-mercy? no forgiv* neſs found, 

Nor ſoft relentings in his heart abound ? 
Does angry Vengeance fill the bleſt abode ? 
And is there no compaſſion in a God? 


E NAND Th 
Tho! great his mercy, Juſtice bears me 
down. 
MEZENTYU 8. 

If the Moſt High can ne'er.on.mercy frown, 
But, like a ſtar, ſhe glitters uf his crown; 
Some way to act, tis plain, ſhe muſt explore; 

If ſuch ſhe finds not, Mercy is no more: 
But frowning Juſtice would terriſie riſe, 
And Mercy ſink, degraded from the ſkies, 
E T AN DEX. 
Supremely bright: but who that way declines, 
Deſpiſes and denies, muſt be content | 
To take the conſequence. * Tis this hath rent 
My hope and peace; and my alarmed breaſt, 
Without forgiv'neſs, ne'er can be at reſt: 
Nor will the bare conjecture ſerve my turn, 
But all my pow'rs for certain knowledge burn. 
Mrz ZN D s. 
Unthankful Man! how coldly he receives 
The various good his bounteous Maker gives 
| He 
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He makes thee Lord of all, by his decree, 

And bids his whole creation bow to thee. 

For thee the ſun, for thee the planets ſhine, _ 

All that the teeming earth brings forth is thine, 

For thee, the plains diſplay. their low'ry robe, 

And oceans roll to waft thee round the globe: 

But, diſcontented ſtill, thy murmurs riſe; 

With gloomy look thou view ſt the ſmiling ſkies; 

Staining with foul reproach th'eternal throne, 

Thou dar'ſt ta pine for hat he gives to none. 

And thus reſolv'd to murmur and complain, | 

Suns ſhine, plains ſmile, and oceans roll, in 

vain. 

| E Y A ND ER. 

The Sov'reign Lord of all things ne'er de- 
ſign'd, 

With earthly good to fill an empty mind: 

Nor can (whatever random ſchemes are built) 

Nature's bright ſmiles diſpel the frowns of 

guilt. 


MEAZ INS. 


Much you miſtake the fountain of your woes: 
It is not guilt from whence your trouble flows; 
But the diſorder lurks amongſt your blood, 

The heart moves flow ; it firuggles with its. 

Far = 
And in each art'ry lags the lazy flood. | 
Diftreſhng 


84 GRACE TRIUMPHANT. © 
Diſtreſſing thoughts, in conſequence, we find, 
For oft the body dictates to the mind. | 
Hence fears fo weak, lo wild, are on you 

brought, | 
The froth of fancy, and the foam of thought! 
8: 4 N D R K. 
erk U they” re not ſo light, 


"'M * 2 E WT Us. 
III muſt declare 


T be hits of all your griefs is light as air; 
Kath no exiſtence but what fancy gives, 
And only in your own idea lives. 
But, be yourſelf; ſcorn to be thus confin'd ; 
Aſſert the native freedom of your mind. 
Rouſe your neglected reaſon ; nor diſdain 
The friendly pow'r that ſeeks to break your chain, 
Shake off all dulneſs; ſeek your chearful friends, 
And frequent chearful places. 
E VAN D E R. | 
o what tends, 

To eaſe my anxious heart it would be wiſe 
To lend an ear; but what you now adviſe 
ls the reverſe, would not at all aſſuage | 
My riſing griefs, but give them greater rage. 
Oh! how I long to find celeſtial aid, 
Deep in the boſom of ſome awful ſhade; 
Beneath the aged Oak, whoſe ſtately form 
Long ſtood the bluſt'ring of the winter ſtorm : 

- But 
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But with conſuming cent'ries worn away, 
Stands great in age, and noble in decay: 
The ſhort pale moſs his various fractures hides, 
Dark ivy creeps around his rotten ſides; 
While the bare arms expanded to the ſkies, 
Above the trunk in awful ruin riſe: 
There the hoarſe raven croaks the day along; 
Within the ſcreech-owl hovers o'er her young; 
There by ſome winding brook that murm ring 
flows, 
I'd look to Heav'n, and pour out all my woes. 


1 E 2 EN T Us. 


Vour choice beſpeaks your preſent turn of 
mind: 
Yet long, I hope, you will not be confin'd 
To grief and dulneſs: but great Reaſon's ray 
Will break upon you with a flood of day, 
Diſpel the gloom, and chace your griefs away. 
And that the happy time may ſoon begin, 
Think on your virtue, and forget your ſin, 


EV AND E R. 

If ſo to think my grievance could redreſs, 
Or heal my ſoul, I had not known diſtreſs, 
There was a time, and fince it is not long, 

I knew no fin; and thought my virtue ſtrong, 
Mighty to ſave, whene'er it ſhould be try'd, 
And, rich in thought, I glotied in my pride. 
I But 


Z 
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But now, this building thunders on my head, 

And what I thought my glory ſtrikes me dead. 

The merchant thus, on India's golden ſhores, 

His ſtately pinnace freights with coſtly ſtores z 

Then the white canvas ſpreads to catch the 
breeze, 

And ſmoothly glides along the level ſeas; 

His rich invoices counts with conſcious pride, 

And thus exulting ſhoots along the tide,  _ 

But ſoon the proſpect darkens ; ere his eyes 

Behold Good-Hope's promont'ry duſky riſe, 

= Black clouds and ſtorms obſcure the chearful ſky, 

Deep thunders roar, and flaſhing lightnings fly: 

The guſhing tempeſt ſweeps along the ſea, 

And ſcarce his veſſel rides the foaming way; 

Aghaſt he views the horrors of the main, 

And trembling ſees his truſt become his bane; 

But leſt his weighty ſtores ſhould make his grave, 

He plunges all his wealth beneath the wave, 


GRACE TRIUM HAN Tr. 


DIALOGUE the SIX TH. 


© The 


The ARGUMENT. 


Eneas, in order to give Evander a char view of 
the way of Salvation by Chrift, lays before him the Alate 
of all mankind by Nature, and inſiſts on the neceſſity 
V Regeneration. He maintains the freeneſs and 

3 of Grace, and again adviſes to ſeek the 

Redeemer. Evander, though he is deeply convinced 
of ſin, ſees Nr of of pe Glory of Chrifl, and 

de this doctrine ſuitable to his caſe, can by na 
means be l to accept of a — Salvation. 


GRACE TRIUMPHANT. 
DIALOGUE the SIXTH. + 
EVANDER. ANEAS.. 


KK Y 4 & © 3 a 
S there no hope? no way to ſtil! the ſtorm 
Of wrath divine ? Is there no method left 
To calm this tumult, and make peace with 
God ? | | 
Ah, none! no ray of light! but darkneſs wide, 
Eternal darkneſs, cloſes on my foul! _ 
Naked, defenceleſs, and forlorn-I ſtand, . 
Aghaſt, and ſhiv'cing ! while the frowning ſkies - 
Low'r. horror o'er my head, earth ſhakes be- 
neath me; 
The vengeful lightnings in the Zenith blaze, 
And the big tempeſt burſting from the ſkies, 
Pours its full roar upon me.—Could I find, 
Or hope to find, a refuge from this rage, 
A covert from the tempeſt and the ſtorm, 
How would the thought revive me ! but I fink. 
Deeper and deeper in this gulph of woe. 
Oh, that the pow'r which meaſures - out our 
days, | . 
And governs life and death, would grant my. 


with! 
1 | Quite 


go GRACE TRIUMPHANT. - 
Quite ſpent with grief, and preſſed down with 
woes, 5 

Fain would I ſhelter in Death's peace ful ſhade, 

And hide me in the grave, T here anguiſh 
| ſleeps, 
And there the weary reſt, But ah, what reſt ? 
If the immortal Spirit lives through Death, 
And blazes, inſtant, forth with brighter fires, 
F Vig'rous and ſtrong to bear eternal pain. 

| Oh, what a ſtate! and how the proſpect ſhakes 
me | 
To be for ever baniſh'd: from the day, 
And plung'd in utter darkneſs ! To lie accurs'd 
Under the frown of Heav'n ! To feel the force 
Of his full-vollied wrath, whoſe pow'rful hand 
Can ſhake the baſis of the univerſe, 
And daſh the earth to atoms! Then to mix 
Wich horrid demons, who, being ſtung with 
rage, 

And mad with anguiſh, fling about the flames; 
Fill Hell with uproar, gnaſhing, bite the ground, 
And, ſtorming, curſe the ſkies from whence they 
fell! | 
Though barely poſſible, a ſtate like this 
Might make the harden'd Sinner wildly ſtare, 
Drop pleaſure's cup, untaſted, from his lip, 


And ſtartle into madneſs. But if ſure, 
Is 


— 


1 
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Is there a wretch ſo hardy that he can 
Admit the thought and live? And is that ſtate 
Thus ſure to me? Eternal King, forbid! . 
Forbid it, all ye awful Pow'rs divine ! 
If yet compaſſion dwells in heav'nly breaſts, 
Oh, ſave me from diſtraction | give me hope! 


But ſtil], what hope? Is not the dreadful God, 


Whom I offended, reſolutely juſt ? 

Are not his awful Juſtice, and his Truth, 

And every attribute divine, engag'd 

To vindicate the honour of his throne, 

And puniſh ſuch as I ?—=But hold, my -ſoul ! 

Nor headtong plunge into that vaſt deſtruction 

To which this path would lead me. All this 
anguiſh | 

Ariſes from reflecting on myſelf. 

Of this AEneas warn'd me, and advis'd 

To ſeek the Great Redeemer. Could I hope 

To find acceptance, gladly would I ſeek. 

Yet whocan tell? Perhaps this glorious Perſon, 

Who fac'd eternal Juſtice in man's ſtead, 

And pour'd his blood to fave him; if I ſeek, 

Now ev'ry refuge fails, and ev'ry hope, 

And in the laſt extremity pour out 

My ſoul in all the bitterneſs of grief 


Before his throne; will grant one ray of light, 


One glimpſe tolead me thro* this horrid darkneſs, 


5 


That 


— 
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That may indeed be felt. But why ſhould I 
Expect relief from him? What gen'rous mind, 
So baſely treated, could I ſupplicate 

In my diſtreſs, that would not in a moment 
Flame with reſentment, and difdain to hear ? 
How then can I expect it from a God, 

Equal in dignity, command, and pow'r, 
With heav'n's Eternal, Infinite, Supreme? 

A God, diſhonour'd, diſobey'd, and ſcorn'd ! 
Yet as the caſe now ſtands, tis Wiſdom's voice 
That bids me ſeek. No other pow'r can help. 
If I refuſe to aſk his potent aid, 

I ſurely periſh-: worſe I ſhall not find, 

Or deeper fall, if he refuſe to hear, 

Oh, would he kindly condeſcend to give, 

But the faint glimm'ring of a doubtful hope 
That my eternal ruin is not fix'd,. 

But ftill I ſtand within the reach of Mercy! 


From the reviving thought my ſoul would take. 
Freſh courage, and with patience wait his will. 


His holy word this queſtion muſt reſolve. 

Ready at hand the ſacred volume lies; 

And though I tremble to behold the page, 

Whoſe thund'ring threats ſo oft have ſhook my 

ſoul, 

Reſolv'd I: open and attend my doom. 

Say, Thou, great Fountain of eternal Truth! 
Thou 


1 
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Thou only Saviour found for fallen Man! 


W hoſe Spirit lives and breathes in every line 
Of this bleſs'd Book; Oh, fay ! is't poſſible 
A vretch ſo vile may ſcape thy vengeful ire, 
And gain thy high forgiveneſs? Quick as thought 


The ready anſwer, like the lightning's blaze, 


Flaſhes upon me: „If thou can'ſt believe, 
& All things are poſſible to him that believeth.“ 


The open'd book, and my directed eye 


Catches the queſtion, inſtantaneous, thus, 

And gives ſo ſtrange an anſwer. G i 
think, q 

This cannot be, But what it means I know 
not: 

I ne'er obſerv'd the ſacred page to bold 

Such words as theſe, and now they much con- 

| found me. | 

Why ſhould believing ſuch acceptance gain, 

And claim ſuch wond'rous favour? Strange, in- 
deed! 


E VAN DE R. ANEAS. 


. 


I grieve, my Friend, to hear you * com- 
plain, 
And that my laſt advice was urg'd in vain. 
None 


None but the Great Redeemer of our race 
Can give relief to man, in ſuch a caſe. 

I hop'd, ere now, your ſuppliant ſoul had found 

A cure from him, for that corroſive wound 

That gives your pain 

SS FAND EK 

Whene'er I raiſe my eyes 

To the Redeemer, I behold him riſe 

Dreadfully grand, intolerably brightz  - 
He flaſhes on me like a blaze of light : 

On his dread Majeſty I trembling gaze, 
And all my ſoul is ſhriv'led with his rays. 
Methinks I view keen lightning in his eye, 
And ſee the ruddy flames of vengeance fly, | 
To blaſt the guilty wretch that durſt his grace 
deny. 1 


/ 
/ 


A N'E A. 8. ; 
The fulgent King of day oft have I known, 
When the broad horizon ſupports his throne, 
A fiery orb that ſwells upon the ſight, ) 
Wrapt in red flame, and glowing crimſon light: 
But when he drives his burning wheels on high, 
And, ſhining, gains the ſummit of the ſky, 
With milder glories. crown'd, and brighter 
beams, 
Smiling along the heav'nly arch he flames. 
| 80 


— 


a 
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So when the Great Redeemer firſt appears, 
To the poor Sinner, trembling with his fears, 
In veſtures dip'd in blood he ſees him riſe, 
The hope of earth, and glory of the ſkies ! 
He ſees, but trembles at his awful nod, 
Glowing with wrath, and dreadful ſeems the 

God. 

But ſoon the Saviour ſhews a milder face, 
Free in his love, and boundleſs in his grace: 
He then with rapture ſees him mount on high, 
And all his ſoul expanding ſwells with joy. 


EY AND E R. 


Dreadful he ſeems, indeed! oh, could J ſay, 
This is the morning of a glorious day! 
But Guilt, dire Guilt o'erwhelms 


E 


*T was Guilt that ſtood, 
The only reaſon why he pour'd his blood: 
And when his grace the ſaving ſtream applies, 
Fall in our view he makes this monſter riſe ; 
In his ewn hateful form the Fiend appears, 


And frights the ſoul oppreſs'd with chilling 


fears. 


Her ev'ry former hiding-place ſhe tries; 


The Demon cloſe purſues her as ſhe flies; 


Till 
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Till hunted out where'er ſhe ſeeks to hide, 
At laſt en, runs to him that died. 
IAN D E R. 
But can this great redemption be apply'd 
To ſuch bold crimes as mine ? 


o — «x 
* , ov 7 
* N 4 * 


EA VE A'S. 


No guilt ſo great 
As the Redeemer' O el 1 r 
Nor yours more great than mine. On all man- 
kind, 
This dire contagion rages; and we find 
Not one exempt. Before th' eternal throne 
All mouths are ſtopp'd; and all their guilt muſt 
e 5 | ns, 
Adam's firſt fall corrupted all his ſons; 
* In ev'ry ſtream the bitter fountain runs, 
Nor love, nor wrath, Man's innate madneſs 
* quells, 
But all his father in his ſoul rebels. 
All are, by Heav'n's unalterable word, 
Concluded under ſin. None are prefer'd, 
As in themſelves more worthy. Equal here, 
The moſt refin'd, the moſt exact appear, 
And the moſt guilty of our fallen race; 
Whoe'er is ſay'd, muſt ſtill be ſav'd by grace, 


Ka 


And 


\ 


( 
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And come to Chriſt, as ſinful, 


EVAND E R. 
Such diſcourſe 
I always look'd upon as void of force, 
And libellous on nature. Grant her fall; 
Can ſhe be abſolutely loft to all 
That's wiſe and good, while Heav'n _— 
her turns, 
And points to where eternal Vengeance bling ? 
The worthy names that ſwell the heathen page, 
And virtuous men in this enlighten'd age, 
Speak better things; and Nature ſeems more 
6 
The work of God, and worthy of his care. 
ZANE 45. 


When, with his train, the great Jehovah flies, 
In chariots of ſalvation down the ſkies, 
He fills the Heav'ns with brightneſs, Earth with 
praiſe, | 
And low in duſt all Man's perfection lays: 
No fleſh may glory in his preſence; he 
Stands full reſolv'd, it is his fix'd decree, 
In triumph o'er the haughty heart to ride, 
And ftain the glory of all human pride. 
Hence *tis proclaim'd, and by his awful nod, 
The ſtamp of Heav'n, the ſanction of a God, 
K It 


- .6KACE i RIUMPHANT. 
It ſtands enforc'd: the ſkies revere the ſound, 
And bear the ſentence all the globe around; 
That none of Adam's ſons can ſee his face, 
Except they're born again, by pow'rful Grace, 
«LN D &# K 

But is there nothing truly worthy found, 

And pleaſing to her God, on Nature's ground? 


. 


Where the renowned Tyber rolls his flood, „ 
Majeſtic Rome in matchleſs grandeur ſtood - 
And though her glory's now in ruin thrown, 
Yet the fall'n column and the mould'ring ſtone, 
The moſs-grown marble, the inſcription blind, 
The headleſs ftatue, and the tow'r reclin'd, 

Such traces ſhew, though in confuſion hurl'd, 

As ſpeak her once the Miſtreſs of the World, 

So Human Nature, tho' ſhe's wholly loſt 

To all the glories Innocence can boaſt, - 

Majeſtic, tho' in awful ruin, ſtands, 

And ſhews plain marks of her Creator's hands; 

Still in her frame ſuch curious touches ſhine 1 

As ſpeak her great original Divine. 

Her ancient rectitude and glory tell, 

And ſhew the god-like height from which ſhe 
fell, | 

But as the ruins of triumphant Rome, 


Could ne'er be brought to form a ſtately dome, 
5 Without 


) 
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Without freſh workmanſhip ; thus Nature lies, 
So ruinous in her great Maker's eyes, 
Her works can ne'er be pleaſing to his view, 
Till by his ſov'reign pow'r ſhe's form'd anew. 

> £ ae RMS 
That e'er unerring Wiſdom ſhould bring 
forth, | | N 
What needs amendment, or a ſecond birth, 
I apprehend not. But, as you maintain 
This fact as certain, make it alſo plain; 
And ſay, how the great Sov'reign of the ſkies, 


Proceeds to make this new creation riſe, 


E VE AS. 

As ſome great artiſt, by his ſtructure known, 
To ſuit his buſineſs rends the rugged ſtone; 
And having ſmooth'd it to his purpoſe, lays 
In the fair edifice he means to raiſe: | 
So the great Architect, the King of Grace, 
From Nature's ruins takes his choſen race; 

Fram the rude mountain's Ser 


Thro' the wide, howling, duſty deſart borne 
By pow'r divine, and plac'd in his own land, 
He makes the rough, relentleſs marble ſtand ; 
Moulds to his ſov'reign Will, and deigns to raiſe, 


Of ſuch rude ſtones, a temple to his praile. 


A ſtructure form'd, the former to excel, 
And in this temple condeſcends to dwell. 


K 2 EVANg 
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8 F 4X DÞ 2 R. | 
But in this work thus riſing at his nod, 
How may we trace the finger of the God ? 
i FI 


When great Jehovah, from his awful throne 

Deſcends with pow'r, and makes his preſence 
known, 

To fave the Sinner, like a two-edg'd ſword, _ 


Shining and ſharp, he makes his quick'ning - 


word; 
By his own Spirit, is his word apply'd, 
And his firſt ſtroke is level'd at our pride. 
While we reſiſt he follows on the blow, 
Breaks the tout heart, and lays the Sinner low. 
Stung with the wound, and raging with the 

| pain, | 

He ſeeks all Nature through, but ſeeks in vain, 
For help to ſet his guilty ſpirit free; 
But all Creation cries, &« *Tis not in me.“ 
His conſcious wound, with growing anguiſh 

burns, 
Till, to the ſcorn'd Redeemer, he returns. 
The Great Redeemer hears his earneſt cries, 
And drives his love-pay'd chariot down the 

{ſkies ; 

Comes 
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Comes to his ſuecour; pardons alt his fin; 
All bright and glorious makes him ſhine within; 
Implants the principles he can approve, + 
Gives a new heart, and falls his ſoul with love. 
This love excludes all fear : then he obeys, 
With ſweet delight, and walks in Wiſdom's 

ways. 
With growing joy, he owns his native loſs, 
And glories in the doct:ine of the Croſs. 
EVA | 
Happy indeed, ſhould my ſtrong terrors tend, 
To ſo deſirable, fo great an end! | 
But all my ſoul, my heart, and thoughts are 
ſuch, 
It ſeems too large, too glorious, and too much 
For ſuch as I to hope 


A VE 4A. 


This heav'nly prize 
Exceeds conception; and its glories rife, _ 
Where Hope not dares to ſoar, Yet this is 
gir'n, | 
By the rich bounty of ;adelgent Heav'n. 
Tis not by works that we have done; yet ſtill 
A ſov'reign God beſtows. And if he will, 
He gives it to the vileſt and the worſt, 
While the full fountain ſtreams for all that 
thirſt, 
K 3 | No 
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No longer then delay his Grace to prove, 
Take the rich gift, and taſte his PRs 
Love. 
| Z TAN D E R. 
Cin God love ſuch as 17 
| "CE ee 
Why not, my Friend ? 
EV AND E R. 
Can God love fin, or unbelief commend ? 
"ZE VE A S. | 
He always fin beholds with angry face, 
But loves the ſinner that receives his Grace. 
| EV AND E R. 
In other light his word this notion ſtates, 


He loves the Righteous, but the Wicked hates. 


4. 

But in what region, clime, or on what 
ground, 
Say, my Evander ! are the Righteous found ? 

| EY AND E R. 
Yet if our nature no perfection knows, 
But this fair plant in brighter regions grows; 
Does not obedience in the human race 
Cauſe God's high love, and go before his 
Grace? 


3 
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A N ZAS. 


Without his Grace none can obey his laws, 
As no effect can be before its cauſe. | 
7 11 
Can Man do nothing then his Grace to) 
move? | 
| EZ NE A8. 
: So Can th'infinitely holy God approve 
Of imperfection? What beſpeaks his love, 
Is his own work: this he'll ſucceed and bleſs, 
And to th'aſſembled Univerſe confeſs. 
Wrathful he views, and always will deſpiſe ) 
The works of Man, by which he ſeeks to riſe ; | 
He's full of folly tho' he'd fain be wiſe : 
: His moral deeds, and all. that's on them built, 
Are ſure to fall, and prove but ſplendid guilt. 
His works of art the fire of Heav'n will melt, 
And not one mark remain where once he dwelt. 


| Z 4 & D-£E& 

But how, if this be true, can we explain 
God's moral government ? or how maintain 
Mankind's free agency? 

EANE AS. 
It is not giv'n 
To us to comprehend the ways of Heay'n, 


The 
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The world by wiſdom knows not God ; nor can 
His works of Grace be circumſcrib'd by Man. 
| Such heights as theſe our reaſon can't attain, 
And Angels ſtronger pinions mount in vain, 
But that this work is ſuce, the proof is ſtrong, 
Tho' the proud Reas'ner with blaſphemous 
tongue 
Arraign this conduct, and pronounce it wrong. 
DAR. 
What is this proof ? | 
| EA NE A. 
Full proof aſſent demands, 

Where the Apoſtle of the Gentiles ſtands; 
Behold him plead before th'attentive King, 
Obſerve his plea, and your objection bring. 


E. 
Saint Paul's Converſion's not a common caſe, 
So nothing proves: 
A N A. 


. 


| It proves the pow'r of Grace; 
Proves that th* Almighty works, with conquer- 
ing hand, 
Nor can the will of Man his pow'r withſtand. 
X. 
But Paul obey'd the heav'nly voice, and 
prov*d 
A willing ſervant to the Lord he lov'd. 
ANEAS, 
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A N E ASS. 
Yes, i in the day of pow'r he ſuch muſt 8 


And ſo is every one as well as he. 

But when his boſom glow'd with impious fire, 
And all his ſpirits flam'd with fierce deſire 
T'aboliſh Jeſus' name, his church confound, 
And ſhake the infant building to the ground; 


Can it be thought, while in ſuch paths he trod, 
He gain'd, by works, the favour of his God? 


ZV AND E Rh 
How did he gain it then 
A N FE A. 

It needs muſt be, 
Not gain'd by works, but ſov'reign, rich and fre- 
Still to the bright example turn your face, 
Where, wrote in ſun-beams, ſhines reſiſtle - 

Grace, 

See the fierce Perſecutor madly rage, 
Againſt the Lord of Life! behold him wage 
War with the ſkies, and, mov'd by helliſh flame, 


A = A, 


Seek to Geltroy the roulowers of tne L 
The heav'nly Pow'rs behold with deep amaze, 
And wonder why th'avenging ſtroke delays; 
Around the throne impatient lightnings fly, 
And the rein'd thunder mutters in the ſky. 

But diff'rent counſels heav'n's great Father move, 
And his expected vengeance proves his love. 


His 


— — — — — 
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His Love and Grace unite with pow'rful blaze, 
Ruſh on the rebel with reſiſtleſs rays; 
Swift thro” his ſoul; th'enlight'ning glories run, 
And the audacious foe becomes a Son! | 
. 
Beyond conception happy, ſure are they, 
| Whom Heay'n regards in this triumphant way. 
But it were blind preſumption to ſuppoſe 
Such great events as theſe await my woes 
Yet would I learn what might my grief remove, 
And fill my breaſt with ſacred peace and love. 
A NE A 8 | 
If peace you'd find, look from yourſelf, my 
Friend, | | | 
And to your Saviour's ſpotleſs worth attend. 1 
There lies your peace, and there it lies ſecure; 
His blood has ſeal'd it, and it muſt be ſure, 
| „ ͤĩ M24 # 
Nothing but terror from myſelf I find, 
And if on high | raiſe my ſinking mince 
It rages more. 
„ 

"Tis not in man to give, 
The pow'rful wor which bids the ſinner live. 
But raiſe your cut ſuit to him that died, 
The humble {oul never yet deny'd; 


7 


With 
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ith patience wait, he'Il ſoon with ſmiling ned, 

zreak thro' the cloud and ſhew himſelf your 
God, by 

Then will your ſoul aſcend on Eagle's wing, 

Freſh wonders view, and his Salvation ſing. 

So, oft when milts obſtruct the morning ray, 

And dark-wing'd fogs hang heavy on the day, 

The Sun at noon throws out a pow*rful blaze, 

And flaſhes through the darkneſs with his rays, 

Far from bis throne the floating vapour flies, 

The clouds he ſcatters, and clears up the ſkies; 

The hills, the vales, and ſtreams then ſhine a- 
round ; | 

With brighter green the woods and fields are | 
crown'd : | 

The diſtant tow'rs and mountains riſe in fight, 

And the whole azure concave flames with light, p 
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25 — — TO 


Te ARGUMENT; * 


Evander is reflored to comfort and joy, in beli:y- 
ing, at a time when, and in a way he 71 expected 
it. He is fully convinced, that neither his diſtreſs, 
nor his deliverance, had its foundation in natural 
cauſes, but proceeded from the mighty power of God, 
8 ia is ſurpriſed at the ſuadenneſi of the change, 
. but-rgjoices in it, and joins Evander in the A 

ledgement of an Almighty Power producing the de- 
fired event ; but adviſes him to moderate his joy, 
and turn his attention te worldly affairs, 


GRACE TRIUMHTHANT. 


U rv = 


DIALOGUE the SEVENTH. 


EYVANDER SYLVIA.. 


EV ANDER. 


HAT can this mean? which way for's « - 

I turn, 
Thoſe ſeemin g kind, but yet myſterious worde, 
Late in ſo ſtrange a manner to me brought, 


Purſue my ſteps, and bear upon my mind, 


Perhaps they bring ſome meaning which, as 
yet, : | 

I apprehend not, Strange it ſeems to me, 

That the whole weight of heav'nly favour reſts 

Upon believing ! How can this be true? | 

But I no longer cavil with my Maker; - 

His word declares it, and his word will ſtand, 


Then let me lowly bend before his throne, 


And gladly recollect the word he gives. 

All things are poſſible!“ if ſo, the great 
Important queſtion which my ſoul purſues 

Is not as yet determin'd. Still I may 

Obtain his favour, and enjoy his love : 

He ſtill has power to pardon crimes like mine, 
So great his Mercy, and ſo large his Grace. 
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What then prevents? Why, If thou cant 
believe.” 

There lies the queſtion : on this ſingle hinge 

Furns an eternity of bliſs or woe! 

Let me conſider ; do not I believe ? 

Yes, like the devils, I believe and tremble, 

But what avails it ? That can never be 

What this believing means. Could ſuch belief 

Avert God's vengeance, or procure his love, | 

Then every fiend would find it. Hence *tis clear, 

Neither a cold aſſent, nor ſtrong conviction 

That fills the ſoul with terror, is that faith 

Which Heav'n approves. — Thus gaining what 

tis not, 

Let me advance in queſt of what it is. 

Perhaps *tis this; to take the precious gift, 

Receive the promiſe, reſt upon the word, 


And fix it in my ſoul, as meant to me. 
Precious, indeed, were ſuch belief as this! 


*T would give the whole my anxious heart pur- 
. ſues, | 
Baniſh my ſorrows, and reſtore that joy 
So long a ſtranger to my weary breaſt, —- 
But how fhall I attain it? Human ſtrength 
Ts weakneſs here, and all our wiſdom vain. 
As well I may attempt to reach the ſtars, 
Ass by my native pow'rs to gain this faith, 
Vet what Man's utmoſt efforts can't attain, 


By 
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By ceaſeleſs labour, Heav'n's free bounty gives. 


Hence maniteſt becomes the pow'r of God; 
The work is his, and his alone the praiſe. 
Then let me aſk of him, by Heav'n proclaim'd, 
The Author and the Finiſher of Faith ; 
Who rules the empire of celeſtial Grace, 
And gives to whom he will. It is moſt true 

I am unworthy; and his fiery law - 

Might juſtly follow my deſert to Hell. 

But many a ſinner hath obtain'd of thee, 
(Oh, thou moſt Worthy, to receive the praiſe 


Of Man's Salvation!) Pardon, Grace, and Love 


Unmerited. To thee alone I look; 

And in thy precious, all prevailing name, 
Preſume to fall before thy Father's throne, 
Behold, Great God! here lying at thy feet 
The vileſt of thy creatures! One whoſe crimes 
Have dar'd thy vengeance ; and thy riſing wrath 
Might juſtly, long ere now, have flaming thrown 
To bottomleſs perdition. One who durſt 

Not have preſum'd to ſpeak a word before thee, 
Had not the riches of thy Grace reveal'd, 

And pard'ning Mercy, flowing thro' thy Son 
To the moſt vile and guilty of our race, : 
Encourag'd, tho' with trembling, thus to come 
And beg for life, Of my own work I bring 
Nothing but Guilt; and, as its conſequenee, 
Dejection, Mis'ry, Fear, and dire Diſmay, 
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Yet thou, all-glorious, everlaſting God! 

Let not thy lightnings flaſh, nor thunders roar, 

While a poor abject wretch, worthleſs and vile 

As Sin can make him, dares to ſupplicate 

Thy great forgiveneſs. I my righteous deeds 

The beſt, time paſt can buaſt, or time to come, 

With full abhorrence utterly renounce, 

As vile and hateful; more deſerving wrath, 

Than fit to recommend me to thy love. 

But thy dear Son hath pour'd his ſtreaming 
blood ; 

To fave ſuch ſinners; and in him is merit 

Sufficient ſor the work. Were my dread guilt 

Weighty enough to fink thy whole creation, 

This all-atoning ſtream, by Faith apply'd, 

Would take away the whole. Permit me then, 

With deepeſt humiliation at thy throne, 

As is moſt fit, to mourn my Unbelief, 

And beg that Faith which thou alone canſt give, 

Oh thou all-gracious, all- creating Pow'r ! 

Whole Spirit hover'd o'er the dark abyſs, 

Ere ſnowy light was born; and ſpake the word, 

Let there be light,” and light immediate 

ſprung : 

Behold the horrid dalknielo of my ſoul, 

And give the pow'rful word, Let there be 


faith,” 
And 
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And faith ſhall be. I afk it in that name, 

To which thy ſov'reign promiſe ſtands engag'd, 

And thine acceptance by that promiſe bound, 

To whomſoe'er ſhall come. Firm as thy 

throne | 

« Thy promiſe ſtands.” Thou canſt not falfify 

Thy heav'nly word: thou canſt not turn away 

From him whom thou enableft thus to plead, — 

What have I ſaid? are not theſe words too bold 

To ſpeak to the Moſt High ? But, on the wings 

Of that reſplendent promiſe in his word, 

In honour of the Great Redeemer made, 

That whoſoever cometh in his name, | 

A gracious God in no wiſe will caſt out; 

As in a fiery chariot carried far 

Beyond myſelf; ſuch language utterance gain d. 

I hope I have not giv'n offence, Methinks 

A riſing joy unlike whate'er I knew, 

Which warms my breaſt, and plays about my 
1 

Whiſpers, I have not; and declares, that this 

Is that rich gift, that precious faith, for which 

J made my ſupplication. Gracious God! 

How great thy goodneſs, and how free the love, 

That while I was requeſting, could beſtow 

The greateſt bleſſing which thou haſt to give, 

To Man on earth! Oh, how ſhall I expreſs - 
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My thankfulneſs! for here all language fails 
"Tis joy unſpeakable, and full of glory! 

My ſpirits lame, I mount on eager wing: 

My heart burns in me, and my ſoul's on fire. 
Lend me thy chariot, oh triumphant Faith ! 
Thou that with eaſe canſt mount the bleſt a- 

* * 

With ſatis faction feaſt on future joys, 

And make a whole eternity thy own ;, 

Lend me thy chariot, and thy ſteeds of fire: 
That, mounting high above terreſtrial things, 
My ardent ſoul may climb the noble height 

Of Heav'n's eternal throne, and find my God. 
See where he fits enthron'd in dazzling light, 
Temper'd with heav'nly mildneſs! On his brow 
Sys kind compaſſion, See! he looks upon me 
With condeſcending goodneſs. Oh, my Soul! 
He ſhines on thee, and {miles eternal love, 

Oh, how I burn to meet him ! how my heart 
Exulting cries, * My Saviour, and my God,” 

On how his pitying eyes towards me turn, 

And how his yearning bowels kindle mine! 
Give way, ye Angels, that attend the throne ! 

Let me approach, and make my paſſion known; 
Let a poor child of duſt his incenſe bring! 

Of greater grace than you can boaſt, I ſing: 

A claim like mine his goodneſs ne'er deny'd; 
You he created, but for me he dy'd, 


EVAN- 
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E VAN DE R. SYLVIA 
Z 
Indeed, Evander! 'tis too much, and I 
Can bear no longer; that you ſhould deſtroy 
Yourſelf and me in this determin'd way, 
| Exceeds the worſt that envy has to ſay. 
Three times the Sun has trac'd th'ztherial plain, 
Hath brought the months, the — and days 
againg | 
Since theſe uncommon troubles firſt begun; 
And {till your thoughts the ſame ſad circle run: 
Ever regardleſs how each ſeaſon goes, 
Harden'd in grief, and brooding o'er your woes. 
It wounds my ſoul to hear you, day by day, 
Pour your complaint, and ſee you wear away. 
Once my delight and joy! but grown, alas! 
The ſhadow now of what Evander was. 
+4 F 4N-D- BB 
When with rebukes for ſin, th'Almighty 
Pow'r 
Falls on our frame, it withers like a flow'r: 
But the chaſtis'd, without one murm'ring word, 
Should bear the indignation of the Lord. 
Sure is his promiſe, and his word is paſt, 
That ſuch correction ſhall not always laſt ; 
For if his wrath ſhould unremitting burn, 
And his reviving favour ne'er return, 


His 
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His heavy ſcourge would over life prevail, 
The broken ſpirit would before — fail, 


And ſouls that he has made- 
82 e 4. 
v ny Such words as theſe, 


I muſt confeſs, Evander ! give me eaſe. 
Never, till now, 1 heard you once ſuppoſe 
It poflible, you might out- live your woes; 
But this great promiſe riſing on your mind, 
Gives me to hope the joy not far behind. * _ 
So when the morning ftar with filver ray, 
Flames in the forehead of the riſing day; 
With growing joy we view the brightning ſkies, 
And mark the point from which the Sun's to riſe, 
EV AND E R. | 
The Sun is ris'n; and on his radiant throne 
Nor cloud nor darkneſs lies, The ſtorm's o er- 
blown, | 
The morning ſhines ſerene is all the ſky: 
Love fills my heart, and all my ſoul is joy. 
| 17.57 1 4 
Your words rejoice my heart, but yet = 


priſe; 
For whence a change fo fudden could . 5 
I can't diſcern, — | | 
EY AND E K. 


From the ſupremely wiſe * 
Father 


DIALOGUE the SEVENTH. ng; 
Father of Spirits, who regards my weal; "a 
»Tis he that wounds, and he alone can heal: 
He ends the glorious work, whoſe hands begin; 
None but the mighty God can pardon Sin. 
e 
As you declar'd, when firſt theſe troubles roſe, 
That nothing could your raging griefs compoſe, 
But knowledge of forgiveneſs, much I fear d 
You'd not attain it; but it hath appear'd 
I was miſtaken; this great point is gain'd. 
But ſay, what means the happy end attain'd? 
E VAN DER. ; 
The Great Redeemer, He who ever lives 
To favour burden'd Sinners; he who gives | 
Pardon and peace. Tis by his high command, 
And lively faith in him, that now I ſtand, if 
In ways which claim my wonder, he made known 
My unbelief; and ſhew'd that this alone 
Was my deſtroyer. Then he gave me pow'r 
To pray for faith; and in that happy hour, 
While on my knees this faith was kindly giv'n, 
Swift, on a ſov'reign promiſe, wing'd from 
Heav'n. | 
N 
With wild ſurpriſe I ſaw your ſtrange diſtreſs, 
And your more ſtrange deliv'rance claims no 
- leſs, 
It 
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It muſt ariſe from ſome celeſtial aid; 
For human wiſdom hath ſo oft aſſay'd, 
And oft been foil'd, no hope from thence re- 
main c. 8 | 
E FAN E X. | 
But my Redeemer ſoon the conqueſt gain'd. 
To him my grateful heart would altars raiſe, 
But all my pow'rs are feeble in his praiſe, 
How ſhall I ſhew the glories of his face, 
Or how relate the wonders of his Grace ! 


What thanks to him ſufficient can I give, 


Who ſaw me in my blood, and bade me live ! 
8.7 14 
In your juſt praiſes I moſt gladly join, 

As your diſtreſs, ſo half your joys are mine: 

Oh may they long continue! but be wiſe; | - 

| Reftrain your rapture, moderate your joys ; 

'This world requires regard, which, in the mind 

That ſwells with rapture, we not often find. 

0 5G EV AND E R. 

May my Redeemer (in whoſe matchleſs praiſe 

I hope to ſpend the remnant of my days) 

Reign in my ſoul ; dire& each riſing thought, 

And teach me how to do the thing I ought. 

But may my heart ne'er cold or careleſs prove, 

Cleave to the world, and wander from his love. 
| May 
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May he no more ſeem little in my eyes; 
Oh, for more rapture! oh, for ſtronger joys! 
With heart enlarg'd before his throne I bow, 
Nor ever ſaw a glimpſe of him till now. 
But oh, how great he riſes on my ſight! 
Breaking thro' darkneſs, all divinely bright, 
So when thick woods the wand'rer's feet invade, 
And brown, as evening, over-hangs the ſhade; 
If ſome ſmall crevice give the ſolar ray, 
And, quiv'ring, pour the unexpected day, 
(Not Heav'n's fair bow in brighter colours 
ſhines) | l 
The Sun's red rays extend in painted lines, 
He throws around his variegated beams, 
And o'er the ſhade with peerleſs glory ſtreams, 
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The ARGUMENT. 
Mezentus is r furriſed | at the ſuddenneſs of the 


change in Evander's mind: however repugnant it 

rs to the eflabliſhed order 0 7 any he = 

not allow it to ariſe from any e. 

calls on Evander to reſume bis Phils ſophical Studies, | 
Evander declines * and rejoices in that * 

Crate, which Mezentus deſpiſes. | 
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E AND E R. 
UT let me guard with care againſt the 
errors N | 
That riſe from hot imagination. Stands 
My comfort late obtain'd, my peace and hope, 
On ſuch a floating baſe ? are there no ſacts, 
That on a firm foundation may ſupport 
This riſing building? does it only ſtand 
Tow'ring in air and reſting on the clouds? 
Let me proceed with caution, and examine 
The ground I ſtand upon. Not all the world 
Should bribe me to give up the holy joys 
That warm my heart, if reaſon owns them juſt, 
And God's unerring word joins to approve them. 
But if they are no more than idle dreams, 
Children of fancy in the flattring dreſs 
Of ſelf-deception, let them go for ever! 
Then let me reaſon cloſely: Facts there are, 
And great and ſure ones too, tho' far they lie 
Retir'd from human ſight; but in my foul 
Diſtinctly noted, and preciſely known. 
Known to the heart is its own bitterneſs, 
8; Nor 
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Nor can a ſtranger meddle with its joy. 

Late was my mind the dark abode of Sorrow, 

Like the lone deſart, horrid, waſte, and wild; 

Haunted with demons; beat with ceaſeleſs ſtorms, 

And cover'd o'er with darkneſs. Now how 

chang'd! | 

The cold, bleak, hollow wind no longer roars; 

A beaming glory breaks thre' golden clouds; 

The thirſty waſte receives refreſhing ſtreams, 

Pour d, unexpected, from a thouſand ſprings, - 

Which gently murmur down the ragged rocks, 

And the clear cryſtal ſhines along the vales. 

A ſudden verdure riſes: gay around 

Bloom the freſh flowers; and all the deſart ſmiles. 
Such is my ſoul; and this amazing change 

Roſe from one promiſe fix'd upon my heart; 

One gracious promile ſounding thro* my ſoul, 

As by a voice from Heav'n, and made my own: 

But, like a chain, the Goſpel- promiſes, 

Together link'd, the hand that reaches one 

Draws all the reft. So on my view I find 

The ſhining train in long ſucceſſion riſe, 

With till increaſing glory; ſince the day 

When firſt by Heav'n enabled I laid ho!d 

On that great promiſe. All my fears are fled 

In one bright moment ; and the dreadful horror 

That rent my heart, I recollect with pleaſure, 

Like one awaken'd from a frightful dream. 

N „„ Loud 
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Loud thund'ring Sinai bellows now no more, 
But all is huſh'd and quiet. Peace and reft,. 
Thoſe long deſired ſtrangers, now return; | 
While calm, ſerene, and ſtill, is all the region 
Where late the whirlwiad drove, and tempeſt _ 

play'd. | 
Such is the reſt which the believer finds; 
And ſuch, my foul, is thine! Return with joy 
Into the peace which thy Redeemer gives; 
For bountifully hath he dealt with thee, 
May each imagination be pull'd down; 
And ev'ry lofty thing that dares to riſe, 
With exaltation bold, againſt the throne 
Of thy Redeemer, and his pow'r to ſave, 
May ev'ry thought in low ſubjection bow. 
Before his regal ſceptre, and be made 
His willing captive; for to him belongs 
Salvation, pow'r, dominion, glory, praiſe, 
And adoration ; for he hath been faint 
And, oh my ſoul !' he has been lain for thee, _ 


EVANDER. MEZENTUS. 
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When the loſt pilot finds his veſſel thrown, 
At midnight watch, on rocks and ſhelves un- 
known; x 
Up to the ſtars he lifts his anxious eyes, 
Wich long impatience views the dark ſome ſkies; 
| Till 
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Till faintly dawning, while he reſtleſs raves, 
The ruddy morning riſes o'er the waves, 
| Impatient thus, Evander! and in pain, 
Long have I watch'd thy riſing, but in vain; 
| While deep deſtructive ſorrows on thee roll, 
Like ſurging waves, and darken all thy ſoul ; 
But now at laſt my careful eye ſurveys 
Some dawn of joy, and hope of better days. 
1 „n * 
Juſt are your thoughts, and ſh:rwdly have 
you gueſs'd; | 
For grief, the long ſad native of my breaſt, 
By the Redeemer's pow'r is driv'n away, 
As ſhadows fly before the riſing day : 
Driv'n inſtantaneous ! aſter tedious years, 
And joy, that welcome ftranger, now appears. 
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| Tho” Irejoicein fo deſir'd a change, 

To me its ſuddenneſs is vaſtly ſtrange ; 
Except ſome pow'rful cauſe could be allign'd ) 
Equal to ſuch effects. 

EV AN D ER. 
'The troubled mind 
Material cauſe can neither looſe nor bind: |} 
Yet if all Nature could thus much command, 
The Great Redeemer holds it in his hand. 
M7 Es 
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MEZEMNTYU Ss + * 
Nature's high King, the great, firſt ang; 5 
cauſe, $ 
So nicely calculated all her laws, 2 
And firmly fix'd them, that no aid ſhe needs, 
But ev'ry well- adjuſted plan ſucceeds, b 
To her he gave the pow'r of bliſs or woe, 
And leaves to her his government below. 
The way ſhe takes is oft to us unknown, 
Yet is the operative power her own, 
In Nature's hand all our aſſiſtance lies; 
The man that will not own her is not wiſe. 
But if, through ſecond cauſes, as is juſt, 
Your tender piety regards the firſt, 
With ready heart I join your grateful voice; 
And in your late recover'd peace rejoice. 
But ſince your heavy griefs and long diſmay 
Have check'd our ſtudies, let us not delay: 
Now let our thoughts the pleaſing taſk purſue, 
Explore each cauſe, and ſearch creation through; 
Together let our ſpirits mount on high, 
And ſing of Nature with unceafing joy. 


ZFI #7; 
Theſe hidden depths, let thoſe who may ex- 
plore, | 
But ſuch reſearches PROG, my ſoul no more. 
Though 
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Though noble is the ſong, and juſt the praiſe 


When all- creating Wiſdom fires our lays; 


Yet in my mind far other themes take place, 
And all my ſong is now, TRIUM HAN GRACE. 
M E ZE NT U 8, 

With grief I learn by theſe fanatic trains, 
A touch of your diſorder ſtill remains: 
But time will wear it off. 

EV AND E R. ST 
Oh, never may 

The fatal time arrive, which takes away 
The holy joys that in my boſom move, 
And weans my heart from my Redeemer's love ! 


MEZEN T US. | 

The happy Man to love of Virtue brought, 
By Nature prompted, and by Reaſon taught ; 
Burns with no rapture, feels no fierce deſire, 
Nor ever knew enthuſiaſtic fire. 
While bigots blind, from Reaſon's guidance 
| broke, | 
Like meteors flame, but ſoon diſſolve in ſmoke; 
He, like a ſtar that gilds th'ætherial way, 
Steady and ſtrong emits his native ray, 
While calmly he purſues the thing that's right, 
And takes in doing good his chief delight. 
This is the man that gains immortal praiſe ; 
He loves the beſt who ſteadily obeys. 

EVAN- 
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More happy now, and ever will he prove, 
To whom the Lord reveals his pard*ning love. 
Long had he groan'd beneath the load of guilt, 
And ſaw how weak his hopes on Virtue built; 
Bewail'd his num'rous ſins, with trembling awe, 
And hop'd no more ſalvation by the law; 
But loſt in darkneſs, ev'ry ſtep he trod, 
He call'd in earneſt on th'incarnate God ! 
The God attends, and from the bending ſky 
Deſcends in love, and fills his ſoul with joy; 
Pardons his fins, the greater and the leſs, 
And blazes forth THE Lok D mis RioHTEOUs- 

__ NES%, | 5 
Then flames the ſoul with love: then he obeys 
With all his heart; and baſking in the rays 
Of his Redeemer, feels the growing flame, 
And dwells among the followers of the Lamb. 

M3 FF 3A T.9H © 

May the eternal, all-ſupporting Mind, 
Defend that reaſon which himſelf aſſign'd; 
Give me his works with pleaſure to explore, 
Preſerve my virtue; and I aſk no more. 
W hat you deſcribe I know not: nor deſire 
To know ſuch ſorrows, or to feel ſuch fire. 
To reas'ning clear ſerener joys belong, 


And Nature teaches a ſublimer ſong. 
EVAN. 
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8 Thus when malignant fevers fire the brain, 
I be patient lies inſenſible of pain; 


I Toprudent management he hardly bends, 


Nor thanks th'officious pity of his friends; 
But, half-enrag'd, his helpleſs ſtate denies, 
Nor feels the dire diſeaſe by which he dies. 


- 
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The A ROG UM EN r. 


Evander, having by letter informed Aineas of his 
happy delrverance, he partates with him in his joy ; 
and gives ſuch advice thereupon, as is proper ta' be 
obſerved by theſe who have experienced the Power, 
and known the Glory of the Grace of God, 


GRACE TRIUMPHANT. 
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 EVANDER. @NEAS., 

EY AND ER. 

Wa Iſrael's God from Shinar' $ farvile 

plains WOE 


Brought his pes we dliver'd from their 
8 chains, l | 
Az o'er Euphrates rapid ſtream they _ 


And their rejoicing eyes around them caſt, 
So high their tranſport riſes at the view, 


The heart, -high-beating, ſcarce believes it true: 


But ſoon their ſongs amongſt the Heathen riſe, 
And great Jehovah's praiſes ſhake the ſkies. - 
So my glad heart; juſt riſing from her fears, 
Her grateful tribute to my Saviour bears; 
But when I aſk, why thus he favours me ? 
My baffled reaſon cries, „It nc'er can be.” 
| A NVE AS. | 
Almighty Grace to Reaſon will not bend, 
Not Nature's brighteſt pow'rs can comprehend 
The ways of God. He takes whoe'er he will, 
From Nature's waſte, and brings ta Zion's hill. 


N 2 With 
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With wrath he drives them, or with love he 
draws, . 

But gives not haughty man to know the cauſe. 

Vet ſure not one amongſt the ranfom'd race 

Hath greater cauſe to ſing Redeeming Grace 

Than has my Friend, My warmeſtthanks ate due 

For your epiſtle, where ſo fully you 

Relate the whole. | 
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; May Heav's's incarnate King 
Enlarge my heart, and teach me how to ſing; 
Exalt my grow ling thoughts, inſpire my lays, 
Fire all my ſoul, and fill me with his graiſe; 
For ne'er before Jehovah's gracious mile 
Beheld a wretch ſo obſtinate and vile. 

1 | A N E 4A 8. 10 
Socb felf-abaſement, more or leſs, takes place, 
In ev'ry ſubject of all- canꝗ' ring Grace: 
For when the winds of heav'nly favour blow, 
Man's pride is humbled, loftineſs laid low, 

And Chriſt alone exalted. But, my Friend! 
He does not always kindly condeſcend 
To give ſuch joys as yours; or to remove 
Our tercors thus, or thus reveal his love. 

E W AVN D E R. 
The greater reaſon, then, have I to raiſe 


My nobleſt ſong, and pour my ſoul in praiſe. 
But 


— 
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Bat never, never may my rapture ſpeak, 
What may diſcourage, or offend the 8 
| AZ N E AS. 1 
In this coneluſion you are rightly taught, 
And follow the example that you ought. 
As ſome fair ſnepherd, on th'enamel'd plain, 
Wich tender care regards his fleecy train; 
The pregnant mother gently leads along, 
And in bis boſom nouriſhes the young; | 
Provides their paſture, all the flock attends, 
Careful he guides them, and his arm defends : 
So Iſrael's ſhepherd all his people leads 
T'hro' fl w'ry fields and ever verdant meads; 
Each in his kind regard may claim a ſhare, 
But ſtill the weak are his peculiar care. 
His watchful eye explores where'er they roam, 
The loſt he finds, and brings the wand' rer home: 
The ſick he heals, and in his boſom bears | 
The young and feeble overwhelm'd with fears, 
EV AND E E. | 
Thy worth, Immanuel! far exceeds our praiſe; 
Great are thy works, and wiſe 2 are all thy ways; ; 
With growing joy thy gen' rous love we ſee, 
And all thy mighty Father ſhines i in | thee, 


EN A 48, 
This peerleſ $ perſon, our exalted King, 
_ Giyes a new ſong, and teaches you to ling. 


N 3 But, 


\& 
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But, midſt furrounding dangers ſtill you ſtand, 
Far from his throne, and diſtant from his land, 
Dwell in the tents which to his foes belong, 
And in the howling deſart raiſe your ſong: 
But when with joy our ſpirits upward ſoar, 
We're prone to think we ſhall deſpond no more. 
Thus vernat funs in early ſtrength array*d, 
Refulgent gleam along the leafleſs ſhade, 
Reviving rays amongſt the warblers caſt, - 
And make them ſing before the winter's paſt. 


E * 4 N D . 
Tho' in my way embattled ſquadrons lie, 
My King has conquer'd, and thro” him ſhall I: 
His ſtrength I boaſt, who fills th'eternal throne, 
And joyful truſt his righteouſneſs alone : 
Tis thus the man that knows his Grace proceeds, 
And, ſure of glory, dares immortal deeds. 
e 15 
When theſe effects, theſe genuine fruits appear, 
Both Heav'n and Earth confeſs the work ſincere. 
But, vile the wretch! how ſtupid, and how blind! 
The jeſt of Hell! the ſcorn of all mankind! 
Whoſe putrid heart ſuch groſs conceptionbreeds, 
As to ſuppoſe that Vice's baneful weeds 
Will grow from Faith's fair root : As eaſy may 
Meridian darkneſs ſtain the morning ray; 


Or 
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Or with black pitch the chryſtal fountain blend, 
As lively faith to foul pollution tend: 

Her lucid dews wiih no ſuch poiſon feed, 
But happier harveſts crown th'immortal ſeed, 


E AN DE RB. 


From day's great Ruler beams refulgent flow 
As Ether pure, and white as virgin ſnow ; 
And where he brightly ſhines al! groſſer * 
Shrink from his beam, and ſoon their op ex- 

pires: | 
So are the beams of Grace, that heav'nly flame, 
Pure as the kindred ſkies from whence they 
came; 
And when, upon the human heart, they turn, 
Nature's polluted fires no longer burn, 


> £ MN E AVS. 

Vet not extinct the latent miſchief lies, 
But like the flame which overpow'r'd, dies; 
Waits but the abſence of the ſtronger rays 
To riſe afreſh, and ſpread its gath'ring blaze: 
Soon the old man aſſerts his ancient cauſe, 
And ſhakes the Chriſtian, when his God with- 

diraws. | 
EY AND E R. 
Not far remote the Deity removes, 


Aut ſoon returning owns the ſoul he loves ; 
dT | The 
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| The cloud withdraws, the bright” wing ys re- 


turn, | 
F lame out afreſh, and with freſh glory burn. 
n 
As the tranſparent ſpring itſelf VR 

Works off all filth, and with freſh chryſtal ſhines; 
- So in the ſoul, where Heav'n its grace PR 
A ſacred ſtream of living water flows: 

Nature's oft- riſing filth it clears away, _ 
And leads, unerring, to the realms of day. 

EV AND E R. 

So, in my ſoul, may Grace Triumphant reign! 
May the clear fountain purge off ev'ry ſtain; 
May the fair pr ze my riſing hopes ſurvey, 
Lead me with joy along the heav'nly way, 

The way of holineſs, that road to bliſs, 

Which, tho' a fool, the trav'ler ſhall-not mils ! 

K NVE A'S. 

The man who's thus enabled will not fail, 

But over all the pow'rs of Hell prevail. 

| Strong, in Jehovah's might, he conq'ring goes, 

Dares ev'ry danger, bears down all his foes; 

Victorious treads the paths of Old'Renown, * 

And ſurely gains his high immortal crown, 
Tho' Hell may rage, and Earth upon a 

frown ; 


—_ 


The 
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The Grace receiv'd, a ſure foundation lays, | 
And ſpreads a glory over all his ways. 

So when the bluſt'ring north his forces forms, 
And rolls acroſs the Heav'ns a waſte of ſtorms, 
If thro! fame: broken cloud the San's bright 
beams | 
Dart heav'uly fire, and forth the Monarch 
ſtreams, 
Whatever darkneſs lies 1 500 his way, 
Or ſtorms obſeure the remnant of the day, 
Far as the heav'nly arch appears in fight, 
Along the cloud there ſhines a trail of light, 
| E Y A NM D Z. | 
Oh, thou bleſt Harbinger! thou Paw'r Divinet 
That haſt eplighten'd this dark foul of mine; 
Maintain that gladneſs which thy beams inſpire, 
And make my ſaul aſcend on wings of fire. 
Still may thy ſpicit and thy word impart 
Light to the mind, and comfort to the heart; 
From grov'ling themes the fond attention raiſe, 
And teach the wond'ring world Immanuel's 
praiſe, 


High in the Heav'ns the filial Godhead ſtands, 
And, ſmiling, iſſues forth his great commands; 
Hear, all my ſervants! by my Grace you live, 
Freely ye have receiv'd, and freely give; 

Pour 


\ 
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Pour out the copious ſtream to all that thirſt, | 


The laſt that comes is welcome as the firſt. 


Ye ſons of Grace! obſerve the great command, 


£ And ſpread the living waters o'er the land; 
b Throw wide the. ſtreams which heal all human 


woe, 


The Qluices clear, and bid the basteln dvr, 


The creſcent moon thus gilds the infant night, 
Full-orb'd ſhe grows, and drinks a tide of light; 
Then round the ſky ſhe throws the ſilver ſtore, 
And ſwift to day s full fountain runs for more. 
E ANV DAZ R. 


May the great God, whom once [ durſt deſpi iſe, 


Still in my view with brighter glories rife! 
Sire me, for him, to bear reproach and ſhame, 


And boldly to the world confeſs his name! 
Tho? Earth and Hell unite with ceaſeleſs roar, 
Still may I love, and till rejoice the more: 
Ne'er be aſham'd to own my native loſs, 
Nor ſtumble at the doctrine of the Croſs. 
. 

Nature's gay offspring ne'er with ſmiling face, 
Nor kind regard, behold the ſons of Grace, 
In the proud heart eterna] rancour reigns, 
Till chang'd by Grace, the enmity remains, 
Hell's hateful legions ſtrive theſe fires to feed 
And ſtain, with foul reproach, the heav'nly ſeed. 


But 
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But let us not regard them with diſmay, 
The God that leads us is more ſtrong than they. 


Strong, in his might, and truſting in his aid, . 
We face the ſtorm, and ſcorn to be afraid. ** 


Thus Albion's rocky ſhore unmoy'd abides 
The full-mouth'd tempeſt, and the rolling tides:, 4 
ducceſſive ages brave the ſtormy main, | 
And the mad winds and billows roar in vain, 

M EY AND E R. 

| Ye ſons of Zion] glory in your King; 

No longer ſorrowing ſit, but riſe and ſing. 
Liſten, ye vernal winds, while Zion ſings, 
And bear her ſong upon your ſpicy wings. 
Le ſkies receive it, riſing from the ground, 
And carry round the globe the joyful ſound. 
Return, O echo! the reſounding tide, 
And roll the ſtrain along the mountain- ſide. 
Kindle, ye mountains! at the heav'nly flame, 
Lift up your aged heads, and ſhout Immanuel's 
Name, 
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